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Constance Collier 
In this play Miss Collier has made a notably successful three years 
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The 
Letters 


: GROSVENOR SQUARE, W. 1. 

EAREST,—There’s rather a “here to-day and 

gone to-morrow feeling” just now about every- 

body—and, for that matter, about everything— 

, isn’t there? All the people simply making a bee 

line for the Riviera, Switzerland, Algiers, Morocco, and the 

West Indies—in fact, anywhere that’s out of England—and 

everybody spending their money just as fast as they can 

before somebody else takes it-away. Between the profiteers on 

the one side, making umpteen thousand per cent. on every- 

thing, let alone the sackcloth and ashes that we'll all be wearing 

soon—there’s a.chance for some of the men dressmakers with 

ideas—and everybody ‘talking about the Labour Government 

that will be with us any day now almost on the other, we.-all 
mean to gather our rosebuds while we may ! 


* * * 


“[alking about Labour, though, it’s rather a joke that Lady 

Warwick has been adopted Labour candidate for Wal- 
thamstow, though nobody seems to be quite decided who ought 
to feel the most flattered—the aristocracy or the proletariat (I 
believe that’s the right word). In any case, it’s never anything 
to do with the middle classes. Of course, Socialism has been a 
pet hobby of hers for years now, so there’s no doubt that she 
is quite serious and sincere about it all. I wonder if she will 
give up Easton Lodge as a sacrifice to her convictions—it’s her 
own place, where she had many improvements made by her own 
special protégé workers—but 
it would be rather a bore 
now that Warwick Castle has 
been sold‘as a kind of Home 
of Rest for American Mil- 
lionaires. 


* * * 


or the time being, there- 
fore, we manage to get 

on fairly well with what the 
gods provide for us in the 
way of amusements. The 
Worcester Ball was great 
fun—but then it always does 
depend, doesn’t it, on who 
you go with and who -you 
dance with? Not perhaps 
what they would call a parti- 
cularly brilliant gathering, 
but most of the people were 
Icoking happy, which is more 
than you can say about 
everybody in the London 
ballrooms! I suppose the 
extremists, so to speak, of 
the dancing world ‘haven’t 
yet found their .way so far 
afield; at anyfate, we didn’t 
have to suffer $0 much from 
those anxious-eyed ones who 
seem to dance more as a 
business than a pleasure. 
There was quite a _ large 
young party from Witley— 


LORD LYTTON’S PARTY ON THE ICE AT MURREN 


Showing (left to right)—Captain Eric MacKenzie, Miss Barbara 
Lutyens, Mr. Michael Tennant, Viscount Knebworth, Lady Cynthia 
Curzon, Lady Alexandra Curzon, Lord Lytton, Sir Ian Co!quhoun, V&lY 
Bart., Lady Hermione Lytton, and in front, Hon. John Lytton and rather have a bottle of 


Lady Davina Lytton 
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which is to be sold very soon—Lady Honor Ward, Lady 
Morveth and the boy Roddy, also the Hennessy girl, who 
has just come out with her brother. Lord and Lady 
Beauchamp came with a pariy, he looking quite magni- 
ficent with the blue ribbon of the Garter spread across him. 


* * * 


‘The next night that attractive young bachelor, Lord Somers, 

gave a ball at Eastnor, the place that he got from Lady 
Henry Somerset. There were lots of pretty women—Mrs. 
Edgar Brassey, Lady Barbara Smith, Lily Elsie with her 
husband (Captain Ian Bullough), Lady Joan Capel, Lady Evelyn 
Cotterill with one of her girls, Mrs. Frank Bellville, and Lady 
Mary Strickland, looking perfectly lovely. The only fly in the 
amber was that we all felt rather cold; but nobody minded, and 
we could always sit out in our fur coats. It was bad luck that 
Lady Diana Somerset’s fall out hunting prevented her from 
being there too. 


2 * * 


t certainly is a poor heart that can’t find any dancing to rejoice 

it in town now, for there are so many new clubs springing 

up that the more enterprising ones will have to introduce 

déjeuners dansants as a special attraction to catch new. 

members. Imagine, my dear, if the idea spread to the hotels 

or our houses—what an opportunity for “ Disgusted Parent” 
to write to the papers about what we are all coming to. 


% * a 


Falls out hunting seem to 

be pretty frequent just 
now—Lord Airlie, Lord 
Lonsdale, Lady Diana 
Somerset, and the second 
de Trafford boy. I wonder, 
by the way, if they really 
like to have so much written 
in the papers about it. 
Rudolph de Trafford was 
very slightly hurt, though, 
when he took a toss with 
the Bicester the other day. 
Neither he nor Humphrey go 
down much to Market Har- 
borough now. I saw their 
sister, Mrs. Rupert Keppel, 
the other night at the Savoy, 
where you can always be 
sure of some good dancing 
after you’ve partaken of the 
modern version of the loaf 
of bread and the flask of 
wine, etc. We've changed a 
little since Omar’s day, 
haven’t we? Which reminds 
me that my Diana is develop- 
ing into a little Pussyfoot, for 
when I quoted the line to 
her the other day she said 
shrilly, “I’d much 


ginger-beer.” 
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_\ si was say- 
ing, though, 
I dined at the 
Savoy with 
quite an attrac- 
tive youth, but 
he hasn’t got 
quite as much 
confidence ~ in 
himself as he 
would like. one 
to think; entre 
nous, 1 believe 
a good many 
of the poor 
dears have to 
assume a virtue 
they  haven’t 
got—I suppose 
it’s their only 
chance. Any- 
how, this parti- 
cular youth 
declared he 
could make me 
fall in love 
with him—im- 
agine it, I, 
Evelyn — but 
when I offered 
to bet him £100 
he couldn’t he 
wouldn’t take 
it. No, and 
not even when 
I reduced it to 
a fiver. 


* ue 
He .and.! 


weren't 


Bassano 


LADY. BERWICK 
Is a daughter of Mr. William Hulton of 


Venice, and was married last year. The 

family seat is Attingham Hall, near Shrews- the only cele- 
bury,. and in accordance with an old custom, brities there 
Lady Berwick, as the latest bride in the that night. 
county, presented the alms at the 147th anni- Lord Claude 


versary service recently held in aid of the 


Hamilton, 
Royal Salop Infirmary 


Lord Vernon, 
Lord Fitz- 
william, Lord Conyngham—I see that Lady Conyngham has 
just gone off abroad—Percy Thellusson, Wilfred Egerton, Mrs. 
Frisby, looking really quite lovely in black-and-gold brocade, 
and Mrs. Chown, a very smart little American, in a perfectly 
amazing black velvet gown, that consisted mostly, as far as I 
could see, of a bib, a high-stock collar which held the bib up, 
and acrimson sash. What can you do, though, with materials 
getting dearer and dearer every day? It really looks as if peace 
was a more expensive game than war. 

* * % 
M arconi was there too—he generally is—dancing in the ball- 
‘5 room, where they’ve got the new Hawaian Band. Claire 
Sheridan is doing a bust of him; I saw it in her studio the other 
day. She seems to be making a collection of celebrities, for all 
the busts she showed at the Grosvenor were of pretty famous 
people—Gladys Cooper, Mrs. Ralph Peto, and Lady Lavery. 
She’s got ones of Winston and Asquith there now, “living 
images in plastered silence,” as someone remarked. What a 
change fer them! : 

* * ; * 
Gilence, of course, is the one thing not to cultivate nowadays. 

Better be dead than be silent.’ So every day we get the 

true facts, or fresh light, on such an’ such a situation, from 
Ministers and Admirals and Generals, in speeches or remin- 
iscences or long articles in the papers. Give one something to 
think about, though—that is, if you didn’t happen to have 
thought about it months before—the disclosures the other day 
by Admiral Sims before the Special Committee of the Senate. 
I wonder what their Navy Department will have to say about 
it. We all loved the Admiral when he was over here. I met 
him several times, and he impressed me as being absolutely 
straight and strong and fearless, and a commander that any 
country might be proud of. 

* * * 
“[ hings have been pretty quiet here since the P.M. went 

over to Paris. They do seem, though, to have got through 

a good deal in the time they have been there. There is still a 
good deal of talk about the Fiume business, and I suppose only 
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an Italian could have put things as gracefully as Signor Nitti, 
when he lightly spoke of the whole thing that’s been worrying us 
for months as only a little disagreement between friends. All 
the same, I would like to know what the Yugo Slavs really think 
about it. Personally, I should feel rather as I do when I’m 
expected to feel tremendously grateful to some person who, with 
lots of charming speeches, has given me something that I’m not 
quite sure I really appreciate. 
* * * 
Rather a nice “ Poy”? cartoon that, wasn’t it, about the Birth of 
the League of Nations, showing it as a small and very per- 
plexed and miserable little fledgling at the mercy of the storm of 
Bolshevism? According to some people, apparently everything’s 
going on splendidly, and according to others everything is about 
just as bad as it can be—so it’s really very difficult to be certain 
about everything Colonel John Ward tells us of an army of 
10,000,000 Reds that is going to sweep all over Europe and 
Asia, while the Supreme Council are raising the blockade with 
Russia, and I suppose we shall soon be trading in the most 
friendly way with the Soviets, and thinking that the Bolsheviks 
are the dearest and most attractive people in the world. 
* * # 
[ wonder what will happen at Paisley.. Lots of people 
besides his family would be quite pleased-to see Mr. Asquith 
back again—in the House, at any rate. I saw Mrs. Asquith the 
other day at Claridge’s, where the great Charles told me they are 
making wonderful reforms in the cwisine—new chefs and satel- 
lites. The idea being, that now the war is over, it is no longer 
to be used as the excuse, as a good many people got into the 
habit of using it, for leaving undone those things which ought to 
be done. The McKennas were there too, and Lord and Lady 
Alastair Innes-Ker, Lady Meux (with most of her mind, I expect, 
on her daughter’s trousseau), Lady Ethel Baird (very anxious 
because she’d mislaid her small boy), and Lady de Trafford. 
* * Ps 
} er daughter is already in Switzerland with the Lyttons and 
Curzons at Miirren.. The Powis family, including Lord 
Clive and the girl, Lady Hermione Herbert, are at. St. Moritz. 
I’m told that Lady Hermione sometimes feels that a little of the 
grandeur of her position would be well lost for just a little more 
liberty. It must have an awfully dignifying effect, though, to 
possess so many wonderful castles and houses, to say nothing of 
passing through that unique doorway in Berkeley Square. 
(Contirued on p. 10.) 


Hugh Cecil 


LADY SMILEY 


I3 the wife of Sir John Smiley, Bart., who is a captain in the 
“Carabiniers’”’ and was formerly in the Argyll and Sutherland 
Highlanders. Before her marriage in 1903, Lady Smiley was 
Miss Valerie Champion de Crespigny, the youngest daughter 
of Sir Claude Champion de Crespigny. She has three sons 
and one daughter 
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Another great person who is in Switzerland nowis Stravinsky, 

who composed L’Oiseau de Feu and the fascinating 
Petroushka that we all adored .so when the Russian Ballet 
gave them, and also the Nightingale, that we weren’t so sure 
about. - Perhaps we sha’n’t get any more of that kind of music 
from him, for they say that the change from his own country is 
affecting him enormously, and of course influencing his music, 
which I’m told is becoming rather bourgeois and tame. 


* * * 


“[ here have been a good many concerts during the last week 

or so, but I only managed to squeeze in two—there never 
does seem to be time foreverything, does there? . Ethel Hobday 
and Felix Salmond gave us some delightful- chamber music— 
Ropartz, Grieg, and Brahms.’ I’ve never before heard Salmond 
play as he did, especially in the slow movement of the Brahms. 
It really was wonderful, and I quite agreed with what one of the 
critics said of him, “ It is from the fingers of “players like these 
that truth comes dropping slow.” 3 


#0 * * 

“Lhe other one with the Symphony Orchestra was very 

different. of course. I loved the Beethoven and the 
Wagner, but I wasn’t quite sure about D’Orlay’s Flamma 
Artis. Coates is always rather a joy to watch, but I hope he 
won’t get spoilt, for there’s no doubt that he is becoming quite 
one of the biggest lions, with hundreds of adorers-at-a-distance 
flocking to all his concerts. I’ve noticed some mannerisms, 
though, just lately, and I hear he kept the orchestra for an hour 
the other day while Elgar sat patiently (?) looking on, waiting to 
rehearse with them. Rather nice, though, to feel big enough to 
be able to do that sort of thing. Something of the kind 
happened with Cortot just before a concert not so long ago, 
which made him so angry that they had a’ great difficulty in 
inducing him to play at all. ; 

d * * e 

[ Jined at Ciro’s the other night, and tried to dance, but it 

was so crowded that it couldn’t be done. It’s a pity that 
they will let in so many people who look as if they would be 
far happier at home. It doesn’t add to the smartness of the 
club either, so I hope the secretary will take this to heart. 
By the way, Buck’s Club is the very latest and the very smartest 
—though we aren’t admitted yet—and is very much a rival 
and more so to the Guards Club. All the young Guardees 
and the jeunesse dorée are flocking there, and the only “ hint 
of sadness in the air’ is the grousing about the new order, 
for the uniforms were expensive enough before the war, so 
heaven knows what they will have to pay for them now. 

¥ * * 


J\ Pparently the older men approve, and it’s chiefly the young 

ones who are objecting. Which reminds me that a very 
young subaltern, who has incidentally got a wooden leg as a 
result of the little scrap over there, asked me the other day if 
I had noticed what he called the ‘super haughty expression of 
some of the very young Guardees who had never seen any fighting 
at all.” Another case, I suppose, of having to assume a virtue 
you don’t possess. 

* * 
A tremendous number of people have slipped off to the 
> Riviera since I wrote to you last—Lady Curzon, vid Paris, 
where she stayed for a day or two with Lord Curzon, who has 
been very busy with the affairs of the Supreme Council and 
the League of Nations, Lord and Lady Cheylesmore, Lady 
Blandford, Mrs. Arthur Glover, and the Frank Bellvilles. 
I suppose that Lady Pat will soon be going out to join her 
father, who has been there some time. I’ve heard some amusing 
stories about her housekeeping difficulties when she was living 
in the flat in Paris. Apparently she found it rather a change 
after her royal entourage at Clarence House. ; 
* * * 


La Lathom and her family have been out there for a week 

or two now. Sorry to hear that he—the son, I mean—has 
been laid up. Lady D’Abernon: plays tennis enthusiastically 
every day, and always manages to look charming all the time 
she is doing it—so they tell me—and Mademoiselle Lenglen and 
Ritchie, the champions, seem to be doing pretty well. Bend Or 
has been playing, too, in spite of a black eye! He seems 
to be lucky at the tables, too, for someone told me that, he 
had broken the bank three times. Bad luck poor Scatters 
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Wilson getting robbed of over three hundred pounds, but 
then everyone is getting robbed these days. Poor Lady 
Loughborough—her flat is only a few yards from here, so I 
suppose it will be my turn next. 

* * * 


“[ here's a collection of pictures now at the Grafton Galleries, 

but nothing very exciting. Glyn Philpot’s ‘‘ The Forsaken 
Goddess” I must confess I did find very intriguing—you really 
should see it—but I didn’t care at all for his “ Laocoon.” 
Willy Ranken used to do such lovely still life pictures that I 
can’t imagine why he should show those two uninteresting and 
untidy flower pictures or the portrait of Maggie Teyte, which 
really isn’t half nice enough for her. The quaint two-sided 
painting by Aubrey Beardsley, called ‘“ Caprice,” is rather 
interesting. Slag heaps are becoming very fashionable, and 
Gerald Moira is showing ‘‘ The Spirit of the Slag Heap.” 


* * * 
At the Eldar Gallery they are exhibiting a delightful little 
collection of drawings and paintings by Renoir, Monet, 
Manet, Degas, Gauguin and others of the French Impressionist. 
I won’t attempt to talk about them—firstly, because perhaps I 
couldn’t, and, secondly, because you really ought to go and see 
them. Arnold Bennett was there at the private view, Canon 
Sheppard and Father Bernard Vaughan, and one odd little man 
who amused us all by going round the two tiny rooms with a pair 
of opera glasses. I must just mention, though, the lovely nude 
by Renoir, and the rather interesting picture by Picart le Doux 
of Margaret, who’s got a most charming and intelligent face, but 
nothing on but a pair of very fine black silk stockings. Did you 
see, by the way, that the latest theory is that silk stockings are 
a protection against being struck by lightning. I expect the 
thunderstorm would always happen the day you were trying to 
be economical. . 
5 * * 
] always feel rather depressed at the performances of the 
Stage Society and all the other societies which go in for 
producing plays, either by known or unknown authors, which 
haven’t been produced before. I can’t help feeling that it’s all 
rather a waste of time, for if they’re bad why bother at all to 
inflict them on the few people who do see them, and if they are 
good it seems a pity, too, for the audience is very limited, and 
awfully few get produced publicly afterwards. Willson Disher, 
who. wrote both the plays that the Stage Society gave the other 
day, is a well-known critic, but I do wish that I’d been able to have 
a little talk with him about them first, for I must confess that 
he confused.me just a little as to. what they were all about. 
Mademoiselle Rambert was delightful as Pervenche, the little 
heroine of the Watteau fantasy, and so was Joan Vivian Rees 
as the inexplicable Joan in the other play. I do hope, though, 
that the clever and attractive Nicholas Hannen isn’t going to 
give himself up altogether to this sort of thing. 
* * * 


I went again the other night to the Palace to see The Whirligig. 

It’s great fun, and I rather like the idea of dispensing with 
the extra special ‘star’? who wants all the best things in the 
show. Dorma Leigh’s father (in the scene) describes her as 
being not clever, but having beautiful ’ips, and she certainly has! 
She looked specially nice in the green and orange and peacock’s 
feather’ dress of Bad Fortune. Maisie Gay is wonderful all 
through, as a charwoman, as an artist, and as a—well—lady 
who asks, “ How far is too far?’ and being told, replies, ‘‘ Well, 
too far is just my distance.” 

* * * 


“T*he Palace Girls are amazing, much more so, and much 

- more of them than we’ve ever had before, and I think we 
all ought to be grateful to Charles Withers, not only for his 
deliciously funny scene, “ For Pity’s Sake,” but for letting us 
all know at last what is the right repartee to an American when 
he says, ‘‘ Pleased to meet you.” According to him, it’s “ Pleased 
to have you know me,” and I’m dying to try it on the next one 


I meet. He really makes a most enchanting old man as Sye 
Splivens, the farmer and manager of the village theatre. As a 
lover he tells us, ‘‘I may be old, but I’m reliable.” So 


reassuring ! 
* * * 


© more now, dearest, I’ll tell you all about the Melton 
Ball next week. Love from Diana, and yours ever—. 
EVELYN. 
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SPRING FASHIONS FOR EVE 


The first pictures published of the new models which Paris decrees for the spring, sent exclusively to ‘The Tatler” 
by the correspondent in Paris of “ Eve,’ our unique women's paper. 


JOUJOU 


A very effective navy serge afternoon dress with Roumanian embroidery of ruby silk cordonnet, the skirt of which consists 


of very 
narrow box pleats (Model, Maison Beer) 


TRIANON 


An evening dress, in pink taffetas, with the new fichu bodice. The skirt is an embroidery tulle, and a bright metal-blue sash 
makes an agreeable contrast (Model, Maison Beer) 


Here we show the first, the very first, indications of what the tyrant, Fashion, has decreed shall be worn in the forthcoming early 


spring, so that our fair readers may know what to expect in the way of “ stuffs and silhouettes.” They were obtained exclusively 
for “The Tatler” by the Paris correspondent of ‘Eve,’ and give an indication of the prompt and effective service ‘‘Eve”’ is 
arranging for her thousands of readers when she becomes a weekly on March 11 next. By the way, the January number of 

“Bye” is on sale, Get it, fair reader—if you can 
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Vandyk 
MISS JOYCE LITTLETON 


Who worked at the Winchester Hospital 

and at an aircraft factory during the 

war, is a daughter of the Hon. Edward 

Littleton, eldest son and heir to Lord 
Hatherton 


IN TOWN @ OUT 


By Christopher. 


LD operatic friends 
O of the Baroness de 
Bush are pleased to 


see hereditary talent 
for the stage showing itself 
in her children, Mr. Eric 
and Miss Pauline de Bush, 
who are respectively pre- 
sident and hon. secretary 
of ‘the Dramatic Players, 
one of our new amateur 
play-producing societies. 
The baroness before her 
marriage'to the distinguished 
chemist, Baron de Bush, 
was Miss Pauline Joran, who 
made her stage début at the 
age of~four as a pianist, 
developed into a violinist, 
and 


Wednesday. 


the 


grey hair (though he is only 
forty-nine) and a trifle of a 
moustache, but his tact is 
almost alarming, and in a 
post which imposed duties _ 
greater and more complex 
than any ever known to the 
British Army before the war, 
he has done brilliantly well. 
St. Mary’s, where he quali- 
fied, isawfully proud of him. 
* * Fs 


Sas peers are interested | 
in the weddings that 


are taking place in London 


and next 
To-day, at 
Knightsbridge, 
Sylvia Kitson 
mar- 


between now 


St. Paul's, 
Hon. 
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Miss Compton Collier 
MRS. BRUCE ELLIOTT 


Who has just returned from the States, 

is the youngest daughter of Mrs. F. 

Bacon. She is the wife of Captain Bruce 

Elliott of the Indian Army, and has two 
sons 


ended, so far as the stage is concerned, as 
an operatic singer. She was a delightful 
Nedda in I Pagliacci, and old Savoyards will 
remember her in theill-starred romantic opera, 
The Beauty Stone, in which Haddon Cham- 
bers, Pinero, and Sullivan collaborated. It 
ran a week and then closed down. 
* * * 
~he baron—who was really an Englishman, 
son of plain Mr. William Bush, but 
received a barony of the Duchy of Saxe-Coburg 
and Gotha, and added unto himself the ‘* de’’— 
died as the result of falling from the Scotch 
express in 1208: 
* 
PX ape the arrivals of the last few days 
‘ at Monte-Carlo ‘is Lady”, Lawes-Witte- 
wronge. The name is not a familiar one in 
the news of society’s comings and goings, but 
the family, nevertheless, are great people in 
Hertfordshire, where Sir John Lawes-Witte- 
wronge, Bart., has, in Rothamsted, Harpen- 
den, an old mansion filled with treasures of art 
and antique furniture and tapestries accumu- 
lated during three centuries. 
* * * 
It is a long time, however, since any of the 
actual founder family of Wittewronges 
lived at Rothamsted. The last died in 
1771, and with him the original baronetcy 
became extinct. His estates passed to Mr. 
John Bennet, then to Mr. Thomas B. Lawes, 
the agricultural chemist, famous as ‘‘the 
Manure King.’ This gentleman received 
a baronetcy. and his son and_ successor, 
: who 
died 
ison. 
1911, 
re - 


Bertram Park 


MISS SYLVIA BROOKE 


Who its the sister of Sir Basil Brooke, Bart., 

recently became engaged to Captain the Hon. 

Charles Mutholland, D.S.O. Her fiancé is the 

eldest son of Lord Dunleath, and is Lord 

French's’ military secretary. His younger 

brother, Henry, married Miss Brooke's sister, 
Sheelah, in 1914 


ries the Rev. Halstead Connor, vicar-desig- 
nate of St. Mark’s, Woodhouse, Leeds; and 
at St. Mark’s, North Audley Street, Lord 
Burnham’s nephew, Lieut.-Colonel Frederick 
Lawson, D.S.O., marries Miss Edith Scott- 
Robson. To-morrow, at St. Margaret's, West- 
minster, Lord Emmott’s daughter, the Hon. 
Dorothy Emmott, marries Captain C. Neild 
Barlow; and on Friday, at the same church, 
the Duke of Leeds’. youngest daughter, Lady 
Moira Osborne, marries the late Mr. Alfred 
Lyttelton’s guly son, ates mayer Lyttelton. 


(Colonel Fredonek ran son.is the second heir 
to Lord Burnham's peerage, being the only 
son of the present holder’s brother, Colonel 
the Hon. William .A....W..-Lawson, D.S.O., 
of Staveley Lodge, Melton Mowbray, and the 
lady who is now-Lady Hamilton of Dalzell. 
The Lawsons of Staveley are very well known 
and popular in hunting circles, but Colonel 
William Lawson’s bad accident while out 
with the Quorn some months before the war 
rather seriously curtailed his sporting activities. 
* * * 
ies Emmott’s bridegroom is a relative of 

sorts, for Captain Barlow’s grandmother 
was a Miss Emmott of Woodbank, Disley. 
These are the Barlows whose head to- day 
is Sir John Emmott Barlow, Bart., Captain 
Barlow’s uncle, of the great mercantile firm 
trading with India and China. 

* * * 

We shall presently have the new Master of 

the Temple with us—the Rev. W. H. 
Dra- 
per, 


rec- 
tor 
since 


Hugh Cecil 
LADY PHYLLIS KING 


is the second daughter of Lord Love- 
lace, who was formerly in the -9th 
Lancers and gained the D.S.O. during 
the. war. Her mother was a daughter of 
. the late Lord Lichfield 


suscitated the old name of 
Wittewronge, becoming Sir 
Charles ~Lawes - Witte- 
wronge. The present baro- 
net is Sir Charles's only 
child, and his lady, now at 
Monte Carlo, is the daughter 
of Mr. H. R. Cox of Folke- 
stone. 

% * * 
al fhere is to be a jolly din- 

ner on Monday of the 
medical officers, sisters, and 
V.A.D.’s of the Wimereux 
General Hospital, with 
Lieut. - General Sir John 
Goodwin, Director - General 
of Army Medical Services 
in the chair. Sir John was 
appointed early in 1918, 
when he_had already made 
himself very popular, as Sir 


Alfred _Keogh’s Assistant 
Director-General. He is a 
man of very unassuming 


presence, tall and thin, with 


Loe 


1899 of Adel, near Leeds. 
He is not well known in 
London, as Canon Barnes 
was before he came to 
the Temple, but it will 
not be long before his 
clever preaching, already 
famous in the North of Eng- 
land, will make him a force 
in the London pulpit. The 
Master of the Temple must, 
of necessity, be musical, and 
Mr. Draper, although not a 
composer, has proved his 
musicianly ear by the author- 
ship of several hymns which 
have lent themselves easily 
to agreeable settings. Canon 
Barnes came to the Temple 
a bachelor, and married, and 
had. two. children during 
his tenancy of the Master's 
House ; but Mr. Draper has 
been many years married, 
and he lost three sons in 
the war. 


E, O. Hoppe 
MISS SYLVIA RENTON 


An exclusive portrait of Miss Sylvia 
Renton, who is a daughter of the late 


Colonel W. G. Renton, She is a keen 
rider to hounds, and hunts with the 
Pytchley 
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DAUGHTER OF THE EX-PREMIER. 
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Bertram Park, Dover Street 


PRINCESS BIBESCO 


A new portrait of Princess Bibesco, who has been devoting her abilities to the furnishing and decoration of the new home in 
Hyde Park Gardens, which should represent the last word in art. Her husband is particularly interested in glass, of which he has 
a wonderful collection, and they visited curious old treasure-houses in Venice gathering objets d’art during the honeymoon in Italy 
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A GROUP OF FAMOUS BELVOIRITES 


Who recently hunted with the Blankney, and were snapped whilst waiting for 
From left to right are seen Captain 
Tylden, Mrs, Tylden, Miss H. Swan, Miss C. Swan, Miss N. Reid, and 


their mounts at Welbourn Place, Lincoln. 


Miss H. Reid 


T is not actually my province to worry about the theatres in this 
| column, but the best “‘ picture in the fire’’ of the past week was 
Lord ‘‘ Jacky’’ at Prince’s last Tuesday on the first night of the 
H.M.S. Pinafore revival. It wasa happy thought on the part of 
Mr. Leo Sheffield, who played the part of the “‘ well-bred captain,’’ to 
sing ‘‘the big big D song’’ straight into the stage box. The late 
First Sea Lord did not miss the point of this little effort, and was 
immensely pleased. Lord ‘‘Jacky’s’’ parting shot as he jumped 
into his motor after the show was quite typical of that pretty wit 
of which he is the possessor. In reply to the vociferous shouts for 
a speech he turned round and said, ‘‘ Love the lot, ot sack the lot!’ 
This, one need hardly say, was the hit of the evening, upon which one 
of his plain-spoken lordship’s most enthusiastic admirers tenders him 
his (sailorly adjective) felicitations. 
* * * 
[2 a manner of speaking, I take my pen in hand to write you these 
few lines, ‘‘ hopping you are well as it leafs me at present,’’ the 
purpose being to make each of your particular hairs to stand on 
end like the quills upon the fretful porpentine—with horror and 
envy—of the things that we (the really brave) have been doing in the 
pursuit of the thief of the world—the varmint whom we pursue, and 
yet whom we love! 
* * 
Ate: an enforced absence in other fields and some pastures (and 
fallows) new, I was delighted to return to my old love, the 
historic haunt of the greatest of all authorities upon the ‘‘ chass ”’ in 
the salubrisome (and heavily enclosed) realm of Burstow in comitatu 
Surrey. ‘If I were ‘‘ wain’’—if I were a silly h’ass—I might believe 
that I'd been missed. If I were Gilbert Frankau or Byron, or even 
Flaccus (who wrote odes to dough-faced Chlée and that Mustaared 
Lydia)—if; as I say, I were any of these gentlemen, I’should do this 
thing in dactylic hexameters—and cuss the consequences ; but 
not being even Flaccus (bad cess to him for a troublesome monkey ! 
also his friend Naso), I’m compelled to set it down in such prose as 
this spavined and broken-winded pen will enable me to indite. To 
return: 7f—as I say, I were ‘‘ wain’’ and a “‘silly h’ass,’’ I might 
have thought from the soft, come-hither looks Miss Bob’s fascinating 
sister, the Graceful Diana, the Fair with Golden, the Matchless and 
Incomparable, the Velvet-Eyed One on the Grey, and also Kallista 
Ton Kata Kosmon Parthenon (Mr, Euripides’ Greek for a good-looker, 
genus, Flappina) threw at me, that, like Mazeppa in his young days, 
I was still a goodly stripling ! But, gadzooks! I’m not conceited at 
all, just merely a great judge of line and form, with the least taste of 
the Blarney Stone still clinging to my lips! 
* * * 
Bt it was hice to be back again amongst old friends, and if one has 
lingered too long over the more alluring part of this story, blame 
the fair, the chaste, the not altogether unexpressive Shes. If one 
can be expected to write of hunting when one’s fragile heart is torn 
into (at least) a dozen bits, and one feels more like quoting De Musset 
than Jorrocks (wouldn’t something like La vie est un sommeil, 
l'amour en est le réve, come in rather handy-like at this point ?— 
and would it amount to such a declaration of one’s passion as would 
entitle any one of a dozen plaintiffs to liquidated damages, plus taxed 
costs ?), ask me something easier. But, as it has got to be about 
hunting—holla’ huick! Taa-leo! Last Saturday, being mounted 
upon a faultless huntress upon whom I have bestowed the name of 
Black Maria (one of the '‘ Unconquerable Thruster’s ’’—Marsh—first 
name Sam)—being, as I siy, mounted upon Black Maria—a faultless 
huntress, bold as brass; and twice as bright—for 1 hr. 42 min. and 
5% sec.—I—me—je—moi—the M.F.H. (debonnair and admirably 
mounted, also, asis quite proper for M.F.H.’s, full of wise saws and 
modern instances—also one or two strange oaths!), and (perhaps) 


Howard barrett 
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IN 
THE FIRE 


By ‘°* Sabretache.’’ 


PICTURES 


some others (ihe pace was far too terrific to count who 
they were) he'd our own over the most appallingly big 
fences that ever you saw. Dragon officers in pink, 
gunnery experts in black, honourable misters af the 
law in Horatio Bottomley ties, hard-bitten producers 
of the staff of life, the thrusting Mr. Spud, the fearless 
Mr. Mansions (encore the very glass of fashion and 
the mould of form), ‘‘The Unconquerable’’ on a 
black whose pedigree I am certain dates back to the 
Darley Arabian, Colonel ‘‘ Tins’’ on a horse as good 
to look at as his handsome self, Captain L. R. Nack- 
Abergenny, the really Brave One (Captain?) Du 
Buisson, who has so well done his bit and lost a bit 
to boot, but is still undismayed; the always affable 
Colonel R.E. Mount, the very sight of whom makes 
you think that it 7s a fine hunting day; Mr. Essence, in 
long white beard of formal cut, boots in which you 
could see to shave, breeches that look as if they were 
gummed to the knees, and a redingote rouge, the 
envy of the men, the admiration of the minxes; Mr. 
Intrepid Welter and Mr. Welter minor (just entered 
to an animated hearthrug of a pony), both pére et fils full of vim and 
former quite undeterred by a fall at the very first one en route to the 
first draw; Puer Ascanius, gaudens as usual—the young dog !—the 
ever popular Miss S. L. B., on a real sporting chestnut horse; Mrs. 
‘‘Jimmy,’’ on Sopwith (my horse, bedad, which she showed me 
how to ride!); Mr. S. Till of the cheerful countenance, and many 
more who must forgive me if, overwhelmed by their bravery or 
beauty, I’m quite unable to remember. 
* * * 

Bt as repeat, it was nice to be back and feel that perhaps they 

were as glad to see you as you were to see them, And then, 
quelle chasse! What anell of anunt, and how wel the hounds 
deserved the blood they did not get! I think the M.F.H. earned 
most of the credit for the fun we had from Hobbs Farm across Arden 
Run (Mr. Young’s a real sporting farmer who, alas, was only afoot), 
in and out the Lingfield Road, through Lynehouse Wood with a 
full choral service of music, then something or someone headed him, 
and back he came in his tracks to Arden Run and on to Blindley 
Heath, where in a field of roots he beat us—scent cold and a per- 
ishin’ wind—but what a hunt and what a lot of ‘‘ unavoidables,’’ 
and how brave everyone was (even me!), But then, as I say, I was 
riding Black Maria—a dream—a floating happiness, who will creep, 
crawl, fly, or buck over them according as to whether it’s rotten bank, 
newly-cut drain, stake and laid, or stile with a greasy take-off and a 
worse landing ! 
(Continued on p. iv) 


MISS POPPY WYNDHAM 


Is depicted as the jockey of Tricot Blue in the film version 
of Nat Gould’s novcl, “A Great Cour,” produced by the 
Broadwest Company, in which she rides in and wirs a race. 
Miss Wyndham started her movie career with ‘‘crowd’’ work, 
but is now a recognised player of leading réles, and is also 
appearing as the lead in ‘‘A Son of David” 
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AN OUTDOOR STUDY. 
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T. Fall 
LADY DUFF-GORDON 


A uew photograph of Lady Duff-Gordon, who was before her marriage in 1900 Miss Lucy Wallace Sutherland, daughter of the 

late Mr. Douglas Sutherland. Her husband, Sir Cosmo Duff-Gordon, succeeded to the baronetcy on the death of his cousin, Sir 

Maurice, in 1896, and is distantly related to Lord Aberdeen. Lady Duff-Gordon is the founder of the well-known firm of 
dressmakers in England and America called “ Lucile ”’ ; 
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es Drawn by A. E. Marty 
MADAME MARTY-ZIPELIUS 


Is the talented and charming young wife of A. E. Marty, the 

well-known artist. Madame Marty is a famous violinist, and 

her recitals at the Salle Gaveau in Paris have enjoyed great 

success. On January 31 Madame Marty is playing Bach’s 

concerto for two violins at the Concerts Pas de Loup (with 

Daniel Henmann). All music lovers will hope to see Madame 
Marty in London very soon 


the French Republic! Well, that’s luck, for the French 

Republic anyway, but personally I’m darn sorry! I’d 

made up my mind, you see, to bag his jolly little rez-de- 
chaussée (it’s just round the corner in the rue Franklin) when 
he went to live in the Elysée and now he’s not going 
to live at the Elysée . andi, forand and 
I’m done out of my pet dream! I daresay, of course, that my 
pet dream was the pet dream of a few hundred other people in 
Paris, for flat-hunting is, as ever, an absorbing pastime, speshully 
as there’s about one chance in a thousand of running one’s quarry 
to earth. 


A ND so, B’lov’dest, Clemenceau will mot be President of 


# a * 


I am finding that, after all, my home is really rather tiny. One 
* grows out of one’s flat, you know, when it is quite so 
small. At first it’s a huge joke to be able to open the front door 
without moving from the hearthrug, or to turn on the bath taps 
by just leaning out of bed and stretching forth an arm . 
but after a while that sort of thing palls a bit! 
H’ever, I don’t really complain. I’m 
“heated,” and that’s more than many people 
have been able to say in this post-war Paris 
o’ 1920. But post-war Paris is on its last legs. 
We'll soon have people to look after us who 
will change it back to a pre-war Paris!! At 
time of posting this we are not yet certain-sure 
that Deschanel will be president, but we sort 0’ 
feel it in our bones, and I’m glad . . . glad 
glad! So's everybody. . (except, 
perhaps, Ignace and Mandel and a few such- 
like!) Deschanel is such a nice man! Nice 
in every way, and last, but extremely not least, 
nice to look at! 
* * * 
After all it’s a great point—isn’t it ?—to have 
a decorative President! Poincaré is almost 
so : but Deschanel (if it is Deschanel) 
will be quite! He’s tall and good-looking, and 
slim, and looks about ten years younger than 
he really is. Madame-his-wife is slim and 
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PRISCILLA IN 
PARIS. 


“good-looking and tall, and looks younger than she is too, 


though she really doesn’t need to! She has wonderful hair, 
that is blonde-cendré, and entirely attractive .. . . 
you like tripe?» Yes .. 


* a ae * 

Te i 
dish of tripe is so full of details !! 

I’m not very crazy about the stuff! It looks too much like 
un-look-at-able things to me . . . but. the place I was 
taken to in order to eat the vile mess was ’cessively entertain- 
ing. It’s a sort of a marchand de vin restaurant near the 
Halles. (I supfose I needn’t remind you that the Halles is 
the Covent Garden of Paris, n’est-ce pas?) There’s a shop 
downstairs and in the window there is a huge stove on which 
simmer huge cauldrons of . . er . . the delectable 
er . . . viscera! Then there are dozens and dozens—I 
might as well say “hundreds” right away—of tiny iron pans 
full of red-hot charcoal. Over these little pans are fitted 
earthenware dishes in which the sauce-smothered mixture 
continues to frizzle and bubble and cook! Soamusing! It’s 
just like cooking one’s luncheon oneself, and—ouch !—how hot 
itis!! Rather appreciable in these coal-less days, 

* * * 


hen the waiter considers you have sufficiently played with 
your portable toy kitchen, he takes it away and serves 
you the most remarkable steak and soufflée potatoes I have’ 
ever come across on this side of the Channel. Then you have 
cheese, eaten with bread that is joyously crusty and new, and, 
after that, eschewing a sweet altogether, the most exquisite 
coffee! Voila! A comfortable, vulgar, elbows-on-the-marble- 
topped-table and quite delightful for once-in-a-way meal! And 
the people who go there? My dear so mixed ! 
* * % 


Rather horrible people as a general rule. Then occasionally 
a ttable-full of celebrities—was J not there “with a 
political friend’’ yesterday? Ahem !—and, fur-instance, the 
other day, one might have seen Madame de Jouvenel—Colette, 
you know—Gabriel Astruc, the famous impresario and director 
of the Théatre des Champs Elyseés, Francis Carco, the well- 
known young author, and his pretty little wife. I have alsoseen 
one of the smartest women in Paris cooking her little dish 
there, Madame Jeanne Diris, the charming actress; and the 
celebrated young artist, A. E. Marty, is often there, too, with his 
wife, whose violin recitals are such a feature of the musical 
world of Paris. All these people form an amusing contrast 
with the little employées, typists, butchers, bakers, and, candle- 
stick-makers, who form the usual clientéle. But butchers, 
bakers, and candlestick-makers are very, very gorgeous 
nowadays compared to poor, mere “ Us’! So very be- 
diamonded, so ’cessively gold-chained, so silk-gowned and silk- 
stockinged, and so ’stremely be-feathered. . One thing 
saves us, however, and that is our shape for we do 
know how to carry ourselves, and that “ they ” will never learn. 
Ever thine, B’lov’d’est.—PRISCILLA. . 


I always think that a 
Really and truly . . 


SACHA GUITRY, 


In Sacha Guitry’s new play, ‘“‘Mon Pére avait Raison” 
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THE LEE-WAY 


To Wear New and Beautiful Gowns. 


Foulsham & Banfield 


MISS LEE WHITE IN “BRAN PIE” 


After her splendid success at the Ambassadors with “‘ Back Again,” Miss Lee White joined the merry ‘“‘Bran Pie’? company at 
the Prince of Wales’s Theatre. This revue has taken on a new lease of life with her advent in new and wonderful clothes 
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IGNORANCE. By Bert Thomas. 


Coster: Hi, ’Arry, this bloke wants ter know if J knows where Bow Street is! 
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OUT WITH THE “DURKE’S.” 


s 
VETERAN BROTHER MEMBERS OF THE DUKE OF BEAUFORT’S 


A recent fixture of the Duke of Beaufort's Hounds was East Tytherton Common, Wiltshire, where our snapshots were taken. 

The one above shows, left to right, Admiral R. R. Neeld, whose wife is Lord Fisher’s eldest daughter, Colonel M. G. Neeld, and 

Colonel Sir A. D. Neeld, late commanding 2nd Life Guards. This pack is very popular with the army this season, and many 

officers of the 10th Hussars have been coming over from Canterbury when leave permits. Lord St. Germans has taken a house 
in the neighbourhood, and is a keen follower of his father-in-law’s hounds 


MR. HARFORD THE MARQUIS OF WORCESTER 
Is a brother of the Duchess of Beaufort, whose daughter, Lady Is the only son and heir of the Duke of Beaufort, and is 
D.ana Somerset, recently had a nasty fall over some wire near hunting with his father’s pack from their place in Gloucester- 
Rodmarton shire, Badminton House 
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Silent 


VERYBODY knows that they could improve human 
nature. I don’t mean, of course, that they could 
necessarily improve their own, nor that of the lady who 
lives next door, nor that of Mr. Lloyd George, nor of 

Miss Marie Lloyd, nor even of Lenin and Trotsky; but human 
nature as it is found in all of us and as it prevents heaven on 
this earth lasting much longer than five and twenty minutes! 
I know—or rather I think—that I could improve it. And I 
should begin at that unhappy “kink” in all of us which only 
realises those blessings which belong to other people, or those 
which we ourselves have lost. Nobody really and truly knows 
what Youth means until they have reached the age which only 
asks of men and women to subside—gracefully, if possible, and 
silently as an act of decency. We never love the people who 
love us, to quite the same extent anyway, until, either they love 
us no more, or love somebody else, or go out and die. We 
never realise the splendour of splendid health until the doctor 
prescribes six months in a nursing home as the only alternative 
to demise. We never appreciated butter until profiteers and the 
war sent the price up to four-and-sixpence fora pound. The 
extra five hundred a year which seems to stand in the way of 
our complete happiness—when we receive it, we realise that our 
happiness really required a thousand. Fame is a wonderful and 
beautiful state, until we become famous and find out how dull it 
is and what a real blessing it is to be a person of only the least 
importance. Life, I can under- 
stand, is never so sweet as it 
is to those who, as it were, 
have just been sentenced to 
be hanged. Our ideals are 
always thrilling until one day 
we wake up to find them 
accomplished facts; and the 
only real passion of our life 
is the woman who went off and 
married somebody else. I ex- 
aggerate, perhaps, but scarcely 
too much, I believe. For, as 
I said before, there is a certain 
“kink” in human nature 
which casts a halo of delight 
over those things which we 
have lost, or, by the biggest 
stretch of dreaming-fancy can 
we ever hope to possess. I 
suppose it means that we could 
not possibly live up to the 
happiness which we believe 
would be ours were we to pos- 
sess the blessings we yearn for 
with all our hearts, All the 
same, I wish that human 
nature were as fond of the 
blessings it throws away un- 
heeded, as it would be could it only regain possession of them 
once it fully realises they are lost. Half our troubles spring 
from our own fault—though they were not really our own fault, 
because we did not know what we were doing when we did those 
things which might have saved us all our tears. That is where 
the tragedy of it all came in. We neverrealised . . . we never 
knew! But Fate pays not the slightest heed to our ignorance. 
We just have to live out our mistakes as best we may. And 
nobody really pities us; we only pity ourselves. 
% *% 
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The Enthralling Out-of-reach, 


A Clever Novel, 
“[his happened to Lady Brinthall, one of the characters of 
Mr. Harry Tighe’s new novel, “ Day Dawn” (Westall). 
And I certainly did not pity her. She was a beautiful but a most 
tiresome woman. In her younger days she had been practically 
engaged to Dennis O’Farrell, who worshipped her. But Baron 
Brinthall coming on the scene, Grace—that was her Christian 
name—made the more lucrative choice. Years later, Dennis 
comes once again into her life. Then she suddenly discovers 
that she has loved him all the while; though whether she had 
really done so, or merely fancied afterwards that she did, 
because Dennis had ceased to love her, I leave it to others to 
decide. Personally, I think she disguised the truth to herself, 
just as I rather fancy Dennis did when he felt that he hada 
divine “call”? to save Lucy Moore from the perils of drug-taking 


run in St. Moritz this season. 


rie 


AT ST. MORITZ 


A snapshot of the winners of the first bob race on the Chantarella 


The bob—which lived up to its 

name, “Hurry Up’’—is guided by Mr. W. Said Rulte, next to 

whom is Mrs. S. Chesterman, then Baron de Forest, Miss Violet 
Lewers, and brake, Mr. Bédier de Prairie 
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and the malign influence of a certain dark-skinned gentleman 
whose personality seemed to mesmerise her. Had Lucy 
possessed a bad skin, or a figure that bulged hopelessly in the 
right places but to a wrong extent, I rather fancy that Dennis 
would not have heard that “ call,’ except, as it were, to take off 
the receiver when Heaven rang him up. _ Still, the fact remains 
that he did feel that his life’s work was to rescue Lucy, and he 
rescued her so successfully that the dark-skinned gentleman 
shot himself, and Lucy became Mrs. Dennis O’Farrell. As for 
Lady Brinthall, after pursuing Dennis frantically with her 
attentions, even to coming to his rooms one night, showing him 
a bare shoulder and arm, and telling him she had run away 
from the Baron, she throws herself into the sea and is drowned, 
her body being washed up at the feet of a certain Lady Moira— 
a most charming woman—who helps Dennis to answer his 
“call” from Lucy. So you will perceive that lack of incident 
is not the chief fault in Mr. Tighe’s new and cleverly written 
tale. It is as if, in an effort to make up for the singular lack of 
any happenings in his previous story, “The Silent Room,’ he 
had packed his latest with everything—from reincarnation to 
suicide, with perhaps one eye on the cinema as well. At any 
rate, ““ Day Dawn” simply bristles with lurid love and drama. 
Lady Brinthall seems to havé stepped straight out of the 
Lyceum Theatre—bare back and all. But lots of people love 
such things. To my mind the great fault of the novel, as a 
work of art, is the singular way in which all the characters 
break out into smart apho- 
risms at moments when most 
people are only too glad to be 
able to gasp cut the common- 
place. Dennis O’Farrell con- 
jures up epigrams as easily as 
most people bring out pocket- 
handkerchiefs when suffering 
from influenza. Some of them 
are. remarkably clever; but 
they do not disguise the fact 
that he is rather pompous and 
quite a prig. Still, the women 
loved him. And he ought to 
be very happy with Lucy. 
She suffered from the same 
intellectual complaint. When 
she was about to be loved, in 
spite of her struggles, she 
cries, in answer to the dark- 
skinned man’s declaration that 
“Most women-are afraid of 
death,” “ Life can be lifeless 
as the tomb!” I refuse to 
believe that any woman would 
say that at such a moment. 
But it 7s-drama—even though 
at “popular prices.” — Still, 
“Day Dawn” is much more 
cleverly written than its characterisation or its plot. The 
author’s “asides”? are excellent. You are interested all the 
way through, and some of the many aphorisms are memorable. 

: R z % 
Thoughts from ‘‘ Day Dawn.” 
i “The ideals we form in early youth usually end in ‘ideas.’ ”’ 

““A woman’s interest in other people’s love affairs is a 
sign that her own are getting scarce.” 

“Feminine reasoning does not accuse, it excuses.” 

“Idealism is a refuge, not an incentive, to the majority. 
These who believe in it are cranks; they are not popular 
among those whose pursuit in life is searching for pleasurable 
happiness, which they attain less seldom than the idealist his 
ideals.” 

“Tt takes a clear, balanced outlook to sum up incentives of 
action without conscious or subconscious bias. To lose the 
sense of proportion is a very common mental eye-trouble.” 

* * * 


» A Blind Hero, 
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nd of all the human blessings, the blessing of sight is surely 
the most precious of all. And I think that most peorle 
realise how precious it is more than they realise their other 
blessings; at least, if they do not realise its blessedness, they 
realise what the loss of it would be, which is nearly the same 
thing. And, strange as it may sound, it is this very realisation 
(Continued on p, 112) 
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which often makes sighted people callous to the blind. One 
does not perceive how very few people pity the tragedy of others 
until one comes across the treatment which most of them give 
to the unfortunate who cannot see. For the most part they 
can be divided up into two distinct classes—those who avoid the 
blind at any price and turn from them as from a leprous being, 
and those who believe that, having lost their sight, they have 
lost every other sense, including their reason. So they treat 
them like helpless children who are unable to do things for 
themselves, or even think. I don’t know which of the two 
classes is worse, or more exasperatingly without understanding 
and imagination. The people who can treat blindness naturally, 
reasonably, with understanding and with kindness, are very 
rare—well, only blind people themselves can tell how rare! 
And some of the unthinking cruelty to the blind is vividly 
described in Eleanor H. Porter’s beautiful new story, “ Keith’s 
Dark Tower” (Constable). I do not quite agree with her 
psychology of the boy, Keith, who lost his sight when he was 
sixteen, and eventually found soul-salvation in the love of a 
charming girl and in the friendship and help he could give to 
some Canadian soldiers who 
were blinded in the war, but it 
is effective as the theme of a 
story. And the servant, Susan, 
who seemed to _ understand 
blind people naturally without 
any experience; Keith’s father, 
who ceased to be the unsuccess- 
ful artist-dreamer when his only 
son really needed him ; Dorothy 
—the girl who loved Keith, not 
only for himself but for his 
blindness as well—these are 
characters which it is a delight 
to meet within the covers of a 
book, for they are good and true 
and very rea]. Keith, the blind 
hero, is less successful. The 
tragically sensitive phase of his 
blindness is spread over too 
many years. Nobody in the 
Canadian town in which he 
lived seemed to realise that a 
blind man could do anything 
but play games and figure out 
raised pictures and puzzles; he 


did not do so himself. The 
blinded soldiers who came 
home had _ obviously never 


been near St. Dunstan’s—they 
had apparently never heard of 
it, although every Canadian 
blinded soldier is supposed to 
be sent there by the Canadian 
authorities before being sent 
to his home in Canada. The 
hundred-and-one things which 
a blind man can do to make 
himself independent, not only 
financially but also socially, are never realised either by the 
characters or by the authoress. Not until the end of the 
book, when a large workshop for blinded soldiers is set up 
to enable them to wrap the coils of electric wire with tape, 
is anything done to make the blind men useful workers. But 
these are, perhaps, only minor blemishes in a book which 
has a singular charm. And most people, after all, wouldn’t 
understand them. The popular picture of a blind man is, un- 
doubtedly, this picture of Keith with his fits of supersensitive 
depression, his thoughts of suicide, his general air that “all is 
now over,’ and his eventual victory over blindness. How he 
is made once more an active member of the community, given 
mental health and bodily strength, hope, and, as far as is possible, 
alas! happiness, thanks to the real sympathy and real under- 
standing of the few people who love him and understand his handi- 
cap, is one of the big lessons of the tale—a story which moves 
one more thanit is possible to say. There are some things which 
itis difficult to describe—they are the things one feels the most. 
* * * 


Sussex. 


The New Youth. 
]* her new story, “Cousin Philip” (Collins), Mrs. Humphry 


Ward has given us a very clever picture of what I must 


‘ ” 


‘new Youth.” of course. 


term the It is not really “new, 


MRS. NOBEL SAMPSON AND DAUGHTER 


Mrs. Noel Sampson is the wife of Major Noel Sampson, 2nd 

Dragoon Guards, who has let his beautiful house, Buxshells, in 

Major Sampson and his wife have just gone for a 
trip to California 
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But years ago, the youthfulness which is exhibited here by Miss 
Helena Pitstone—nineteen, self-opinionated, clever, charmirg, 
with the modern veneer of callousness covering a heart full of 
generosity and unselfishness—was the kind of “ youthfulness ” 
which elder people sat on and tried to suppress. Often they 
succeeded, and equally often their severity imprisoned the joy 
and freedom and healthiness of Youth beyond all hope of indi- 
vidual freedom. All the same, it seems to me that Helena was 
more than nineteen, even as modern customs allow nineteen 
to be an age of emancipation. I scarcely think that she would 
so quickly have imbibed the youthful reasoning and logic of 
the Age. Twenty-three seems more her real outlook-on-life. 
Only three years! you say? Yes, only three years, I know; but 
in three years’ Youth becomes extremely “knowing” in these 
days. However, granted that the war and her own individual 
war work as motor-driver to the Red Cross had made of Helena 
a woman before her time, there can be no second opinion con- 
cerning the fact that in this character Mrs. Humphry Ward 
has drawn a very vivid and faithful picture of girlhood as 
personal liberty and war are nowadays fashioning her. Self- 
opinionated she is, and egotisti- 
cal and headstrong; but her 
philosophy in life is this: “ We, 
the modern girl, take no opinions 
for granted. Ifa thing is bad— 
well, we must find out its vileness 
for ourselves! If our own ver- 
dict is wrong, then we must only 
give it when we have ourselves 
discovered the error of our 
previous judgments.” You can 
imagine such a_ girl suddenly 
bearing down upon a_house- 
hold—essentially middle-aged, 
courtly, dignified, and not a little 
Victorian. That Philip, her 
elderly guardian, a man of forty- 
four, whose: marriage in early 
youth proved disastrous, eventu- 
ally wins her heart—he does so, 
only because a “ white man” 
will win youth to his side no 
matter to what generation he 
belongs. She does not marry 
him; she marries one nearer 
her own age. But if Helena 
is the heroine of the story, 
Cousin Philip—otherwise Lord 
Buntingford, her guardian —is 
undoubtedly the hero, even 
though, figuratively speaking, 
one represents youthful Post- 
War ideals and the other Pre- 
War — earnestly striving to 
understand the “vision” of 
emancipated Youth. 


Foulsham & Banfield 
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For the Deaf, 
he little book written for the benefit of the deafened sailors 
and soldiers, to whom all the profits will be given, ‘‘ From 
Blue to Silver Badge” (Saxton, Nottingham), by Miss Lilian 
Birkin, is one of those charmingly humorous, charmingly 
sentimental, and eminently lovable little volumes which deserve 
to be widely read, apart from the good cause for which they are 
compiled. Miss Birkin, who did admirable work during the 
war, has now opened a Red Cross clinic in her native town, 
where silver badge men may have their wounds dressed without 
having to wait in queues for hours at the big hospitals. 


A BOOK FOR THE NEW YEAR 
Second Book of “SILENT FRIENDS” 


BY RICHARD KING, 


The 


“This is a delightful book, companionable, persuasive, helpful—th~ very book 
to take upon a holiday, as a fresh inspiration for another year's hard struggle with 
work, taxes, and. the confusion of universal ‘unrest’ at home and abroad.” —"“ The 
Daily Telegraph. 

Price 6s, net of all booksellers, or from Messrs. Jordan-Gaskell, Ltd., 
Dean Street, Fetter Lane, E.C. 
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Or, How Two Moods can Change Places. 
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MISS ODETTE MYRTIL—AND FRIEND 


The clever young French actress and violinist is a feature of 

“Bran Pie,’ the’ revue which is running so well at the Prince 

of Wales’s Theatre, and previously scored successes in “ Tails 
Up” and ‘‘ The Officers’ Mess” 


Cinemas. 
ET me own at once that I am one of the two-per-cent. 
for whom the average cinema drama, comedy, or farce 
spells ‘‘ boredom” in capital letters. I really cannot 
conjure up any mental or emotional enthusiasm over the 
exaggerated antics of cinema actors and actresses, performing 
plays which are usually as utterly puerile as they are absurd. 
I cannot hold on to my seat while a troupe of cowboys chase 
each other up and down hill-sides in order to rescue a flapper 
from her enemies. To me, an invitation to a cinema enter- 
tainment is but another way of inviting me to mental restless. 
ness or to sleep. True, the majority of the cinema theatres 
are showing films, such as pictorial interviews with celebrities 
at home, which are interesting of their kind, and ‘“‘ The Pictorial 
Gazette”’ of recent happenings is rather like reading a newspaper 
—only much more vivid and enjoyable. But these films are 
usually brief, and they are sandwiched in between 
dramas “in long parts,’ whose only real tragedy 
is that there are imaginations so limited that 
they can find emotional satisfaction in watching 
them. So far as my recent experiences of films 
are concerned, Mary Pickford’s picture version 
of Daddy Long-Legs, and the Tarzan pictures 
—which were interesting because their obvious 
difficulties had been so cleverly got over by the 
producer—are the only two films of a thrilling 
nature to be seen in all the hundreds of thousands 
of picture palaces to-day. 


* % * 

Cinema Lectures. 
Bt happily there is a new form of cinema 

entertainment whose advent I welcome, 
and foresee a future which is full of magnificent 
promise. I refer, of course, to the cinema lectures, 
of which there are now three being given in 
London, and whose number and variety will, I 
hope, be increased considerably as people awake 
to their interest, their charm, and their “ thrill.’’ 
Of Mr. Lowell Thomas’s lecture on ‘‘ With 
Allenby in Palestine and with Lawrence in 
Arabia” it is too late in the day to speak. 
Everyone interested in real life and real men 
has listened to this lecture once, at least, if not 
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more times. But two other of these cinema lectures, namely; 
Sir Ernest Shackleton’s thrilling account of his experiences 
during the latest ‘‘ Antarctic Expedition ” and Lieut.-Colonel 
Beckles Willson’s account of “‘ The Immortal Stand of the British 
Army in the Ypres Salient,” are equally as interesting, equally as 
vividly told—both in words and pictures —and equally as 
wonderful as showing the real doings of real men in a world of 
actuality. Sir Ernest Shackleton’s story of how he and his party 
set outin the early days of the war tore-discover the South Pole, 
how he failed— but failed only after the most glorious effort, and 
after hardships and adventures which have never been equalled 
in any book of mere fiction—is thrilling from the first moment 
to the last. As for Lieut.-Colonel Beckles Willson’s wonderful 
story of the British stand in the Ypres Salient, it is an immortal 
tale of glory which will live for all time. It is the kind of cinema 
lecture which I would have told and exhibited in every school, 
in every town hall, in every public institute in the world, so 
that the future may remember what the soldiers did for them. 
Andit is because I believe in the cinema—in its wonderful future, 
especially in the realms of education and knowledge—I would 
advise everyone who has not yet done so to go to the Philharmonic 
Hall and the Central Jiall, Westminster, as soon as possible. 


A Wonderful Season, 
As the wonderfully successful and most delightful season of 
Gilbert and Sullivan operas draws to a close, our regrets 
over that inevitable fact seem to loom larger and larger as 
each old opera is revived. Not that The Sorcerer is among the 
“best o’ the bunch,” but it is, nevertheless, so quaint, so fragrant, 
and the music so charming, that it deserved all the enthusiasm 
it received the other evening when Mr. D’Oyly Carte revived it 
for the first time during his present season at the Princes. 
Perhaps the humours are a little old-fashioned, the wit a trifle 
ponderous, the story slightly leaden-footed, but then, one does 
not go to see these wonderful masterpieces in comic opera with 
the idea of being unexpectedly thrilled; one goes to see them 
for those delightful qualities of fun and melody which will 
never grow old or stale. And the performance was admirable 
throughout. Mr. Leo Sheffield, who goes from one triumph to 
another, was delightful as Dr. Daly; and one more artist who 
shares in this kind of triumphal procession is Miss Nellie Brier- 
cliffe—who, like Mr. Sheffield, never seems capable of going 
wrong in anything she does. Mr. Lytton as the dealer in magic 
spells was as amusing and resourceful as ever, and his spontaneity 
is wonderful considering that he must have played these parts 
hundreds and hundreds of times. Miss Bertha Lewis, Mr. Derek 
Oldham, Miss -Helen Gilliland, Mr. Gordon Cleather, and Miss 
Anne Bethell—all were admirable; while the chorus and orchestra 
were above reproach, at least for the most part. Trial By Jury 
began the evening, and began it charmingly. “ ARKAY.” 


Foulsham & Banfield 


MISS PHYLLIS MONKMAN 


Has been appearing in revue in Paris for some time past, but is shortly to return 
to the London stage in a new Charlot revue to delight her innumerable admirers 


afresh with her dainty dancing 
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Stories from 
Everywhere. 
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MISS IRIS TREE 
Futurist Pan 


MISS VIOLA TREE 
Tree Nymph 


MISS BETTY CHESTER 
Bacchante 


A pictorial echo of the successful ‘‘Pan’’ ball which was recently held at Covent Garden in aid of ‘‘Bart’s’’ Hospital 


Greening’s book, “The Better Yarn.” 
young bride was dreadfully nervous lest on the honey- 
moon her husband’s Irish servant’should betray the fact 
that he was working for a newly-married couple. 


Abe following amusing story comes from Mr. Arthur 


threatened with the most awful fate 
if the fact leaked out. On the first 


morning at the hotel the under- 
chambermaid was distinctly sniffy, 
and inclined to flounce. On _ the 


other hand, the head waiter was 
familiar to the verge of impertinence, 
and the liftman markedly facetious. 
“Oh, I’m sure Pat has given the 
whole thing away,’ wept the little 
bride. Pat was hauled up and put 
through a catechism. ‘Indeed, no, I 
haven’t said that ye were a honey- 
moon couple,’ protested the faithful 
servitor, indignant at the slur on his 
discretion. ‘ I deceived them nicely, sir. 
Sure, an’ I told everybody ye wouldn’t 
be married for three months !’” 
# % * 

M any amusing stories are told by 

the Bishop of London, who by 
no means objects to telling one 
against himself, as the following goes 
to prove. He was once spending a 
week-end with some friends at their 
country house, and on the Monday 
morning he was playing tennis with 
a young man who was a fellow guest. 
As a rule the bishop could easily beat 
him at tennis, but for some reason 
or other that morning he was not in 
form, and was faring badly. Between 
the games he remarked to his oppo- 
nent, “I simply can’t stand your 
service to-day.” ‘“‘ Then we're quits,” 
came the reply, “I couldn’t stand 
yours yesterday.” 


“The fresh 


So Pat was 


MISS MARJORIE HASTINGS 


Is one of the principal members of Mr. de 

Courville’s super Beauty Chorus, who appeared 

successively in “Joy Bells” at the London 

Hippodrome and in Paris at the Folies-Marigny. 

She returned to London to take part in ‘‘ The 
Whirligig’? at the Palace 
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AS may be supposed, Mr. Henry A. Lytton, who may safely be 

described as the best-known 
Carte Opera Company, has a fund of good stories, and the 
following is one of them. 
and with another Arab he was supposed to be stranded in a_ 


member of the D’Oyly 
He was playing once in “ All for Her,” 


desert, where they were absolutely 
dying of thirst for want of water. One 
Arab bemoaned the fact that he could 
see none, and Mr, Lytton in a hollow 
voice said, ‘* Not a drop; we must die,”’ 
when a voice from the front shouted 
“Liar.” He looked round, and found 
that his long Arab cloak must have 
been resting in a fire-bucket, for the 
water trailed behind him as he went 
across the stage. He felt a cold 
shiver down his spine, and stood not 
knowing what to do. However, a 
sympathetic member of the audience 
came to his rescue with an invitation 
to “ Soop it oop, lad,” and the tragedy 
became a farce. 
& * % 

Net a dance given at a shooting lodge 

in the north of Scotland, a young 
lady was introduced to a certain young 
Scottish minister who was an accom- 
plished dancer, as most of the High- 
landers are. Having enjoyed her 
dances with him very much _ she 
thought she would like to hear him 
preach, so the following Sunday she 
attended the kirk. for this purpose. 
On her return home her motier asked 
how she had liked the preacher. The 
girl replied that she was much dis- 
appointed, and she wondered how such 
an extremely bright young man could 
preach such a dull sermon. ‘ Oh,” 
said the mother, “you may depend | 
upon it he has been educated at the 
wrong end.” 


t controls the hair_ 
et it is neither 
greasy nor gummy. It 
improves the hair_ yet 
there is no hint o 
medicine’ in its 
delicate perfume. 
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By Captain W, G. Aston. 


just how gcod it is. The sample I tried 
was fitted to a 25-30-h.p. Crossley, and 
I gave that car a rough house over bad 
roads as fast as I could lick along, and 
round sharp corners as quick as I dared. 
You would not call the Crossley a light> 
car—especially if you had had a R.A.F. 
tender roll over your toe—but the Marks 
gear made itsteer exactly like an ordi- 
nary bicycle. I believe if you put a 
compass needle on the steering column 
it would hold the car straight ahead for 
the magnetic North Pole on its own 
account. That is what it feels like 


A FAMOUS GROUP AT LORD LONDONDERRY’S COLLIERY anyhow. No effort required at all. It 


The above photograph was taken prior to a descent to the Dawdon colliery, and shows, in centre, Lord 
Londonderry, who was recently appointed Knight of the Garter; at his left hand is General Sir John Cowans, 
Qr.-Mr.-General of the Forces since 1912; Air-Marshal Sir Hugh Trenchard, 


is not an “‘ irreversible’’ gear any more 
than the ordinary worm affair is, but 
whose distinguished work withthe the difference is as that between light 


flying services is universally recognised, is seen third from the left, and next to him is the Hon. Eric Chaplin, and darkness. I would hazard a guess 


son and heir of Lord Chaplin, and major in the Staffordshire Yeomanry 


Post-War Troubles. 
NLESS the designer and everyone else concerned with the car 
| are fitted with asbestos-lined water-cooled ears they must 
have felt some slight overheating of these parts last Satur- 
day night as ever was. I am not nowreferring to my own 
*bus but to a substitute which was very kindly lent me over the week- 
end whilst little Angus, the Novocastrian middle-weight, was having 
a front mudguard ironed out, the same having been crumpled by my 
underestimating the deceleration of a motor lorry. This substitute 
was a very much Paulo-post-war proposition—but that did not pre- 
vent it from Petering out. Not that I overtaxed its strength. I 
merely asked it to transport me and my golf clubs and my nailed shoes 
from mid-Surrey into the Chiltern heights, in which—under doctor’s 
orders—I now temporarily reside, and because it was dark and I new 
to the car, it had an easy time of it. But the brutal thing turned 
round and bit the hand that petted it. Just two miles from home it 
gave up the ghost at the summit of a long and precipitous hill, with 
the last few drops of water in its miserable tea-kettle of a radiator 
angrily flashing into steam and its brakes threatening to let it slip 


back into the chasm of black darkness behind it in the valley. Need-- 


less to say it was dinner-time and I was hungry and athirst. Also, 
needless to say, I was in the middle of carefully preserved rurality. 
The first real profanity came when I opened the tool box and found 
a most miserable mass of useless junk; worn-out spare parts, an odd 
glove or two, various rags, and a bottle (empty), was my excellent 
friend’s idea of a complete tool equipment. No key was there to 
unlock such doors as I required to peer through in my search for 
trouble, and all I could do was to ascertain that everything was appar- 
ently in order. But the self-starter whizzed the grumbling fly-wheel 
round quite fruitlessly, and there was nothing doing. I fear I am 
beginning to lose my enthusiasm. I resigned myself to the inevitable, 
and gave it up asa bad job. The longest way round was the quickest 
way home, so—the road being inconceivably narrow with no chance 
of a turn anywhere, and the car weighing about a ton and a half—I 
decided to run down backwards to the nearest village. And that 
was a proper picnic. The darkness was solid and impenetrable, 
the tail lamp gave about as much light as a cigarette end. When 
by the scrunching of pebbles and the succulence of mud I realised 
I was in one gutter, I helmed over and aimed at the other, and 
my tracks, in morning light, must have been a picture. The 
righteous could only draw one possible conclusion from them— 
namely, that I wasrunning on alcohol. But I got to my moorings 
safely, got the car pushed into a shed, gave her back tyre a kick— 
just to knock the mud off my boot, you know—and tramped the 
four miles home—up the hill and all. Perhaps it was the golf 
shoes and bag of clubs that did the car in—they very nearly had 
the same effect on me. I would never have believed a pair of 
steel-studded non-skid treads could have been so heavy. And I 
had carried them three miles or more before I realised that with 
no car for the Sabbath there was going to be no golf either, and I 
might just as well have left them behind! Such is life ! 


* % co 
Light as a Feather. 
he above was in the nature of a trial, but earlier in the week I 
had a far more successful one on something also new and 
post-war. This was the Marks steering gear. This proposition, 
besides being interesting in itself, is notable in that it materialises 
Mr. S. F. Edge’s return to the motor business, for he has a seat 
on its board of directors. Now I judged from an examination 
of the device in detail some little time ago that it was going to be 
something good (S.F., in any case, is not the man one associates 
with ‘‘stumers!’’), but I had no idea till I tried it on the road 


that in a few years’ time it will have 
the field to itself—providing it lends 
itself tocheapness. I only know I wish I’d invented the thing myself. 
It’s so simple and so effective. By the way, the “reversibility ’’ 
obiection counts for nothing at all. The steering, being properly 
centred, tends to keep itself straight, but there is so little friction in 
the gear that only the lightest finger grip is required to resist any 
twist caused by road inequalities. 
* * * 

Clipper of the Clouds. : - 
| RE thing, isn’t it? The British Government, although it 

appears to have quite a nice little lot of wars in hand or in 
prospect, is doing literally nothing for aviation, wheteas China, which 
I imagine to be now at peace with all the world, is buying aeroplanes 
in pretty large quantities. At all events, Iam told that Vickers have 
recently taken an order for another hundred Vimys, and that 
Handley-Page’s are also supplying a lot. Judging. from the off- 
handed way in which the labouring Chink used to deal with live 
shells, hand-grenades with the pin pulled out, and other kinds of 
pyrotechnic surprises picked up on the battlefields, I should say he 
would make an aviator of remarkable sang froid, with the additional 
advantage that he has a streamlineface. Fitted with pig-tail, Ishould 
think he would have quite the minimum of “‘ head-resistance."’ 

* * * 

Some of the Visitors. 
a[pue number of American cars being sold in England to-day is 

astonishing, and until you add them up you would never 
imagine they made such a formidable list. I expect I have left some 
out, but this little lot of forty odd distinct makes is some to go 
on with: Chandler, Nash, Morriss- London, Overland, Hudson, 
Studebaker, King, Saxon, Apperson, Haines, Dodge, Pullman, Paige, 
Roamer, Cadillac, Ford, Aero-Eight, Pierce-Arrow, Buick, Chevrolet, 
Briscoe, Marmon, Chalmers, Franklin, Hupmobile, Scripps-Bootbh, 
Maxwell, Oakland, R. C. H., Oldsmobile, Ross, Vincent-Hollier, 
Essex, Whiting-Grant, Columbia, Dort, Maibohm, Liberty, Moon, 
Anderson, Amco. You wouldn’t have thought there were so many, 
would you? But I’m blessed if I know them all by sight ! 


Howara Barrett 


COLONEL 8S. JANSON AND MAJOR NAIRN 


A romantic sequel to the famous W.R.A.F. controversy was the engagement of 

Colonel Jansonto Miss Gwenda Glubb, daughter of General Sir Frederick and 

Lady Glubb. The above snapshot was obtained at Hurst Park, and shows Colonel 
Janson with Major Nairn, who figured as a witness in the case, at the wheel 
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BIG VIRGINIA 
CIGARETTES. 


When a golfer calls a halt for a cigarette 
you may be fairly sure it’s a “‘ Turf.” 


Being, usually, a man of prestige and 
standing, he sees to it that everything 
he uses has an unchallenged reputation 
for quality. Hence his preference for 


Turf Cigarette. 


TURF BIG _ TURF DERBY 
20 1/4820 hye 


Of all Tobacconists. 


Made by Alexander Boguslavsky, Ltd., 


One Colic cal oh i Specialists in Cigarettes, 


No cigarette’s as fine, 55, Piccadilly, 
As that which has the circle, 
And winged white horse for sign. 
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ATUL Ht! 
FRUUSULUUSINUUH 
INVISICIFUIIN DT ERO 


When you come to the 
end of a perfect day — 


and feel at peace with the HAE th 
World—fill up your “Civic” 
and let that sense of satis- 
faction silently steal over you. 


Makes leisure a pleasure 


50 Styles to select from 


ALL ONE PRICE 


All tobacconists sell “Civics” 


They'd brought the Decca with them “by request.'' And the hostess, depending 
on it for the dance music, was so relieved to find they hadn't forgotten it. But who 
forgets the Decca? Why it’s part and parcel of the evening's entertainment. 
And it is so light and compact that no one finds it a trouble to carry. As for the 


tone, the reproduction, the volume—just wonderful ! 


DECCA 


ZHE PORTABLE GRAMOPHONE 


In Leatner C.oth | Compressed Fibre Solid Cowhide 
£7 15s. Od. £8 15s. Od. £12 12s. Od. 


Of Harrods, Army and Navy Stores, Whiteley's, 

Selfridge’s, Gamage’s, and all leading Stores and 

Music Dealers. New ‘Decca’ Book (illustrated) 
from the Manufacturers. 


The Dulcephone Co.,56,Worship St.,London, E.C.2 


(Proprietors: Burnett Samuel & Sons, Ltd,) 
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A simple dress which may appropriately 
be carried out in Sefton silk and trimmed 
with fringe 


The Gayest of Modes, : 
N the thirteenth century English 
preachers took exception to laced 
openings through which women 
showed their costly underlinen, and 
dignified* them -with the name-of “gates 
of hell.” “At the beginning of the twentieth 
century ministers in the United States 
wasted their time in scolding the women 
who flocked to listen to their sermons for 
wearing fancy stockings. To-day it is the 
bare-back vogue which has aroused the ire 
of many well-known divines. Women are 
wearying of the-bare back, so they will 
abandon it. Thereare signs on the horizon 
that modes of: the gayést character. will 
prevail this’ season; it is ever so after 
periods of depression. 
* * 
Harbingers of Spring, 
t is evident that the 
spring fashions will 
appear early this year. 


YAY, 
Pa 

2? 
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Fashion 
By M. EE. Brooke. 


I was among the privileged few invited to 
see those that have arrived in the artistic 
salons of Lucile, in Hanover Square, W. 
It is pleasant to be able to chronicle the 
fact that.no one period was represented ; 
rather had the best features been culled 
from many, and then artistically blended 


in chefs d’cuvre that will be accepted) 
by the modern élégantes. yi 

* * * y 
The Lifted Skirt. | 


AN description of a few of these models 

‘is therefore sure to be of interest. 
For the débutante there is a charming 
evening dress carried out in bon-bon pink 
taffeta, . The skirt is cut in the form of a 
diamond in front relieved with touches of 


Nothing makes more effective casement 


curtains than Sefton silk. It is to be 
obtained-in a number of beautiful designs 
and colour schemes 


lace and orange velvet. Thereis a floating 
panel at the back; it is pulled through the 
waistband, a device which lifts it at the 
hem and reveals a white lace petticoat 
festooned with ribbon and flowers. A 
black lace dress has a tight-fitting fourreau 
of. charmeuse hemmed with Chantilly lace 
and strapped with black satin ribbon. 
The overdress of lace is stiffened to suggest 
a crinoline, andis trimmed with rouleaux of 
ribbon. The‘corsage is artistically draped 
and is of a non-committal character,’ 
* * * 
Superstitions Passing, 
decade ago few women would wear a 
green dress, regarding it as an un- 
lucky colour, All this is changed, and there 
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‘* Pen”’ has designed this dress for the 
south of France; in it Sefton silk. and 
taffeta divide honours 


are many who never consider their ward- 
robes complete unless they contain at least 
one dress of this colour, Among Lucile’s 
models is a lovely affair of emerald-creen 
charmeuse; the underskirt has a trans- 
parent hem of lace strapped with ribbon. 
Attention must be drawn to the hem of this 
character as it is evidently a conceit that 
will be well represented as the. season 
advances. Reverting, however, to the 
particular model, the entire dress -is veiled 
with net embroidered with sequins, while 
the straight silhouette. is maintained. 
Another model with the same outline is 
carried out in coral-pink Georgette posed 
on charmeuse; there is 

the harem hem and the 

swathed corsage of coral 


and silver brocade. 
(Continued on p. ii) 
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for the Hands 


A Toilet Preparation for 
rendering the hands soft and 
white. Delightfully perfumed 
with the essence of the violet. 


A few drops rubbed well 
into the hands after wash- 
ing make them beautiful, 


“A little on a sponge, or face 
glove, moistened with warm 
water, wiped lightly over the 
face, will work wonders jor the 
complexion.’ — Ladies Field. 


Sold by all Chemists and Stores, 
1/103, 3/9 and 5/- per bottle. 


| 
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| OMAR KHAYYAM PERFUME 
| The ‘Scent of a Persian Garden } 


Wholesale : 
H. BRONNLEY & Co. Ltd., 
LONDON, W. 3. 
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THE HIGHWAY OF FASHION—continued. 


The Blanket and Its 

Uses. 

Already reference has 
been made _ in 


these columns to the 


UT 


A BECOMING WOLSEY NIGHTDRESS 


Pure Wool Underwear. 
here is really no more delightful under- 
wear than Wolsey; an immense 
advantage is that it is pure wool and wears 
and washes remarkably well. As a matter 
of fact, women of understanding regard 
this underwear as a gilt-edge investment. 
It is universally acknowledged to be a 
valuable aide-de-camp in warding off chills 
and their attendant ills, which so often 
terminate seriously. (Let it be remem- 
bered that this is the season of the year 
when the obituary columns of “ The 
Times” assume their greatest length.) It 
can be obtained in white or natural 
colours, and in a variety of weights; it is 
beautifully soft and non-irritant. It. must 
be frankly acknowledged that it costs a 
little more than ordinary underwear, but 
then, as its wearing qualities are well-nigh 
unending, it is true economy to adopt it. 
Women’s as well as men’s and children’s 
garments are to Me obtained made of it. 
It is sold by all drapers and outfitters 
of prestige. 


ad * * 


The Vogue for Silk. 
: nd she shall walk in silk attire” is the 
dictum of Dame Fashion, and one 
with which her votaries will be particu- 
larly pleased. The Sefton silks are ex- 
cellent, the colour schemes leaving nothing 
to be desired. Many of them are pro- 
vided with dark grounds, the designs being 
in non-committal colours, so that they do 
not show the dirt easily. A strong point 
in their favour is that they wear well. 
“Pen” has sketched on p. 128 a particu- 
larly striking dress, which could be made 
from striped Sefton silk, its charm en- 
hanced with fringe. Sefton silk and taffeta 
divide’ honours in the frock for the 
Riviera ; of course, if preferred, the entire 
scheme could be carried out in silk. 
These silks can appropriately be used for 
casement silks and soft draperies of all 
kinds. It must not be forgotten that they 
make excellent covers for cushions. This 
admirable silk is sold by all drapers and 
outfitters of prestige. 


army blanket and the 
many novel ways in 
which S. Barrow, 104, 
_ Victoria Street, S.W., 
are employing it. As 
at this date in the 
calendar our winter 
suits are inclined to 
need renovation, no 


apology is necessary 
for a simple method of 
achievingit. The tailor- 


made on this page is 
provided with a blanket 
waistcoat, the scarf, tam- 
o’-shanter, and bag being 
made fromthe same. It 
is well to remind our 
readers that excellent 
blankets can here be 
obtained from 19s. 3d., 
and that they can be 
appropriately converted 
into raiment for the 
denizens of the nursery as well. 

# * = 


Boots for Boys. 
“[ here is nothing more important in the 

schoolboy’s outfit than his boots. 
The school authorities are extremely 
exigeant about the matter, which is as it 
should be. 
set their stamp of approval on those for 
which W.. Abbott and ‘Sons, 60, Ludgate 
Hill, E.C., are responsible. Excellent for 
school wear are the “‘ Scouteesi ’’—they are 
made of solid leather with stout 
and dependable soles. They are 
admirable for marching. In black, 
from sizes 11 to 1, they are 15s. 9d. ; 
sizes 2 to 5, in brown, 17s. 9d. and 
18s. 9d. Furthermore, for youths 
and men there is the “ Cadeteesi,” 
which, in sizes 6 to 10 are 20s. 9d., 
in tan 25s.9d. All interested in the 


subject must write to this firm, who will | 


send illustrations and particulars of other 
admirable boots. 
# & * 

Sectional Boolzcases. 

n these days, when Space is at a premium, 

everyone is delighted to hear of a 

practical sectional bookcase, Minty’s can 
be warmly recommended. It is perfectly 
easy to assemble, as there are no loose 
screws or fittings, and all unsightly metal 
bands are concealed from view. Any 
number of sections may be purchased ‘as 
the books increase, and they are all of the 
standardised width, 35.in. Further par- 
ticulars of the same may be obtained from 
Minty, High Street, Oxford. 


= * * 


A Reliable Fountain Pen. 
tried and trusted friend is a reliable 
fountain pen, and in this category 
must be placed the Jewel. A strong point 
in its favour is that it writes smoothly, 
never blots, and can be applied to suit any 
hand. It is 12s. 6d., and it may of a 
truth be said that it will last a lifetime. 
Should a sty'ovraphic pen be preferred, 
there is the hecorder for 10s. 6d. It is 
fitted with a gold and palladium point and 
cold spring needle. These excelient pens 
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They have with one accord _ 


can be obtained from all the leading stores 
and stationers, or direct from the Jewel 
Pen Company, 76, Newgate Street, Lon- 
don, E.C. 
* * * 

A Hair Restorer of Exalted Merit. 

rankly, no woman welcomes the advent 

of grey hairs, but perhaps the most 

trying time of all is before the actual 
arrival of the “snow,” when the tresses 
take unto themselves—shall I say a 
“shabby” appearance? At this critical 
time women must have recourse to the 
Cavendish Caradium Hair Restorer. It is 
wonderful the good work it performs; it 
gives to the hair the appearance and 
colour of youth, and as it has an extremely 
beneficial effect on the scalp, is of the 
greatest assistance in promoting the growth 
of new hair. It should be applied to the 
roots a few days in succession, when it 
will imperceptibly supply the pigment of 
the hair with the natural colour fluid that 
is lacking. When the hair is far advanced 
towards the winter of life, this excellent 
restorer (which is guaranteed not a dye), 
will give unto it the colour that prevailed 
when. the owner was twenty years of age. 
A note must be made of the fact that it 
is a speciality of Mrs. Helen Cavendish, 
174, New Bond Street, W., and that it is 
8s. 6d. a bottle, postage 6d. extra. 


Reinforced with a waistcoat made from an 
army blanket. 
wise made of it. 


The scarf and cap are like- 
At S. Barrow and Co.’s 
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BEAUTY IN THE BALLROOM. 


A PERFECT PARTNER—a perfect floor—and the knowledge that you are looking 
your very best! What more can the heart of woman desire in these dancing 
times when on such pleasure bent ? 

More is the pity when a beautiful gown draws attention to preventable imper- 
fections in the face above it. 


The “VALAZE” 


BEAUTY-AIDS will impart a fresh alluring beauty to your skin—will relieve your 
face of all signs of strain, ill-health or fatigue. 

Perhaps one of those mentioned below will interest you; if not many others— 
also unfailing remedies for every defect of ‘skin and contour—are described fully 
in INSTRUCTIVE BROCHURE, which will: be sent on application. Advice on 
complexion care also given at the Valaze Salons or by post. 


: NOTE, 


?, The word “VALAZE"' is. a. guarantee 
: of the finest quality and efficiency, 


Our business has been 
built on satisfaction — 
first, last, and all the time 
—to every customer. We 
regard the individual’s 
complete satisfaction as the 
bedrock of our business. 
We therefore urge if you 
are not fully satisfied 
with a purchase made— 
during the Xmas rush, or at any time when we were, 
perhaps, not able to pay the individual attention to each 
customer that we desire—to- acquaint us immediately. We 
insist upon every customer being satisfied. 


--OUR UNIQUE OFFER. 


We will send you a Necklet, a Ring, or any Jewel of Ciro Pearls on 
approbation for one week upon receipt of £1 : : 

Put them beside any real pearls or any other artificial pearls, and if 
they are not equal to the real or superior to the other artificial pearls, 
no matter what their price may be, return them to us within seven 
days, and we will refund your money. 

Provincial customers may send their orders by the post, and will 
receive the same attention as if they called upon us personally. 


No. 1.—Necklet of famous Ciro Pearls 


(16 inches long), Price £1:1:0 
Gold Clasp, 2/6 extra. 
Longer necklets at proportionate rates. 


OUR ILLUSTRATED BOOKLET No. 8 WILL INTEREST YOU. 


WE HAVE NO SHOP... Our showrooms are on the Ist floor over Lloyd's 
Bank, 39, OLD BOND STREET, W.1 (Piccadilly End). 


CIRO PEARLS LTD. (Dept. 8). 


NEW SPRING 
BLOUSES 


AT SPECTAL*PRICES. 


Made from best quality 
washing Cotton Voile, in a 
large variety of dainty 
designs. 


HANDMADE BLOUSES, in 
fine Cotton Voile, in new 
artistic colourings on white 
ground, with revers. to go 
over coat, finished with pale 
cream lace edging. 


price 28/9 


LADIES’ BLACK SiLK HOSE 


Toe and heel reinforced with 

Lisle thread, and strengthened 

Lisle tops for suspenders. In 
black only. 


SPECIAL VALUE, 
10/9 per pair. 


Debenham 
& Freebody 


(oretwoats UTED) 
more Street. 


Ceci Square) London 


Famous for overa Centur 


forTaste, for Quality, for Value. 


A BEAUTY SUGGESTION. 


—If you want to look particularly atiractive at an evening 


function, phone Mayfair 4611 and arrange to have a special: half-guinea beauty 


treatment during the same day. 


VALAZE CRUSHED ROSE LEAVES 


Crushed Rose Leaves is a delightful 
colouring forthe face. Itreproduces natural 
tints to perfection, and does not betray even 
the slightest trace of artificiality. When 
ordering state whether required for blonde 
or brunette. Price 2/6, 6/- and 11/6. 


VALAZE WHITENER. 


Invaluable for beautifying and whitening 
the hands, arms and throat. Jt will not 
rub off. Price 3/6. 


VALAZE SNOW LOTION 


is a liquid powder and a beauty lotion par 
excellence. Its ingredients soothe, refresh 
and cool. It adheres firmly, and it is neces- 
sary to apply only a very small quantity in 
order to invest the face with an exquisite 
softness of colour—white, pink or cream. 
Price 4/6 and 8/6. 


POUDRE NO. 3 


is a special powder for those parts of the 
face which are ‘‘shiny,’’ as the nose, and 
not infrequently also the cheeks and ‘chin. 
This powder is not for general use but only 
for the purpose mentioned. Price 5/- 


VALAZE-EN-CREME. 


Completely hides-any skin blemish or 
redness .of the skin. In white or cream. 
Price 7/6. ' ; 


DRY LIP PENCIL. 


A’ non-greasy colouring for the lips. 
Imparts a delicate.and lasting tint when 
nature fails. “Price 4/6 in dainty gilt case. 


VALAZE LIP LUSTRE 


for pale, parched lips.. ‘Prices 1/6 and 2/6. 
Finest quality, pertumed Otto of Rose, 
Price 4/6. 


VALAZE CRAYON SPECIALE 


(noir and brune) is particularly suitable for 
making © Beauty Patches’ on the face and 
for accentuating the eyebrows. Price 4/- 


VALAZE COMPLEXION POWDER. 


Of finest ingredients, delightful in use, 
beautifying and protective. Sold in usual 
shades in different qualities at 2/6, 3/6, 6/6 
and 12/6. COMPRESSED POWDER, 2/-, 
4/6 and 6/6. 


VALAZE EYE LOTION. 


For tired, weak, inflamed eyes. It 
soothes, freshens and brightens the eyes 
— 
Price 5) /- 


MME. HELENA RUBINSTEIN, 


The World’s Premier Como'ex'on Specialiste. 


24, GRAFTON STREET, BOND STREET, LONDON, W. 


New York, Paris, 


COATS AND 

SKIRTS FOR 

EARLY SPRING 
WEAR 


ELL cut and tailored, 
and made in our 
workrooms from fine 

quality suitings that we can 
recommend with the utmost 
confidence. 


TAILOR SUIT in fine 
quality corded suiting. 
Coat cut on plain tailor- 
made lines with gauging 
and tucked side pieces 
forming pockets. Plain, 
well-cut skirt. In navy, 
black and a few soft 
colours. 


Price 9 Gns. 


MARSHALLS& 
SNELGROVE 


DemDouns Loures 


VERE STREET AND: OXFORD :STREET 


==> LONDON 'W'1 


Australia, 
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PICTURES IN THE EIR E—continued. 


At the week after next it’s the hunt ball, and even those who perform 
as if they’d a spiked running shoe on one foot and a roller skate on the 
other are going to havea fling, and J—have got the first ten and supper with 
Kallista andthe last eight with—vo0, you don’t; I nearly pecked that time! 
Grey hair be blistered! Look at'the way I went on Black Maria! 
7 ad * * * 


[2 no Beckford—as you've, of course, discerned long before 'this—probably 
more like old Gambado, or Mr.-Facey. Frippington, but, like you,.I’m 
a trier! “How differently that magic note, especially when it supplements a 
holla’ like Puer Ascanius’ uncle can get out of himself, affects us! If we are 
feeling our best, we are the ‘‘ goods,’’ can see our way out of this field and 
into the next, over something that don’t look too forbidding, what a really 
fine show we feel that we can give the groundlings! If, on the other hand, 
we are on something that we have been to/d can jump, but which made a 
horrible mess over a bit of a gap, going five feet up in the air and landing 
with its hind legs in the ditch beyond, and 
then scrambling out and scoots for hard 
life as if it had been stung by a wasp— 
how different! When it’s a case of— 
‘*What thronging, dashing, raging, rush- 


ing ! 
What spurting, babbling, crowding, 
bustling ! 


As heaven and earth were overturned ! ’’ 


What a terrific difference in your style 
between when you've got one between your 
knées that gives you the right feel, and 
when you get one whose mind you have 
also got to make up! I am naturally now 
speaking as one who has to own up to a 
‘liberal ’arf ’undred’’ (frequently taken 
for a mere boy of thirty-five!), and not as 
one who can go like a ‘' dragon officer ’”’ 
—as perhaps once he did, with half-a- 
dozen spare necks in each tail pocket. But 
it’s so—so why not own up? At this point, 
if I were as artful as I want to be, I should 
rub in something Latiny from the Apulian 
classic, a quotation from one.of his odes 
to dough-faced Chloé, or Lydia—the Lady 
Blank Blank of No. 001, Via Sacra (the 
Park Lane or the Stanhope Gate of the 
Eternal City of those times)—but that would 
be plagiarism; so suppose we conclude 


LIEUT. C. E. DAWSON, R.G.A. 


A reproduction from the sketch in 
oils by Joseph Simpson, R.B.A., of 
Mr, Charles E. Dawson, the creator 
of the ‘‘Dawson Girl,” and whose 
Correspondence Art College trains 
beginners to develop their. artistic 
é abilities 
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* these mere hunting notes by saying this, that whether the note of the horn 


maddens to deeds of heroism or causes our courage to trickle out through the 
rowels of our spurs, the chase—the glorious chase—is, and will ever be, “‘ the 
glory of youth, the consolation of age, the sublimest of ecstasies under 
the sun,’’ and that although the veteran may linger too long on the stage, yet 
“*he’ll drink a last toast to a fox-hunting run.’’ You know the rest of it? If 
you don’t, you ought to! 


Round and About Notes. 


“The Fleet Street Revel and Carnival, which is being held at Covent Garden 

Theatre to-morrow (January 29), has developed into a very great affair. 
The names of the patrons and box-holders show that almost everybody who 
is anybody in the social, political, artistic, and literary worlds will be there, 
The theatrical world will be very largely represented, and that the fun will be 
the brightest and best is assured when it is known that the following artistes are 
organising special stunts—Madame Delysia, Miss Shirley Kellogg, Miss Winifred 
Barnes, Miss Marjorie Gordon, Miss 
Cecily Debenham, Miss Heather Thatcher, 
Miss Maisie Gay, Miss Lee White, Miss 
Odette Myrtil, Miss Betty Chester, Miss 
Phyllis Titmuss, Mr. George Robey, Mr. 
Harry Tate, Mr. Nelson Keys, and Mr. 
George Withers. A special procession of 
cinema stars is being arranged, and the 
revel will indeed be a night o’ nights, 
Tickets are on sale at the Press Club, 
Salisbury Court, Fleet Street, and at the 
office of the Revel, 146, Fleet Street, E.C. 
Telephone : 9972 Central. 


* * * 


[ue most famed mystic and illusionist of 
j modern times, ‘‘ The Great Carmo,” 
is appearing at the Palladium this week, 
and Harry Tate is giving his sketch, Selling 
a Motor Car. The programme, which 
bristles right through with novelties, in- 
cludes Esta Stella, Hilda Glyder, Daly 
5 Heal youri 
Ret en RUGcET anIG and Hea 7 ane many, other fevounies: 
Who is in the pi Pare n li 
pat ae Sec apand ae Bciee t the Victoria Palace the usual brilliant 
ora Rolande Haig, D.S.O. auis ce entertainment is being provided by 
father, who belongs to the Rifle De Biere,;St. Juste and Higgins, George 
Brigade, gained’ the D.8.0. with two 244 Butcher, Vivian Foster, Emilie Hayes, 


bars during the war, and was ‘‘men- Bitte 
tioned”’ five times The Five Wartons, and Elsie Sims, 
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APHORISTIC LAUGHTER. 


By H. DENNIS BRADLEY. 


pleasant. 


} 
f 


| 
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In some matters men are always babies. 
maternal instinct. 

It is often said that all men are naturally polygamous. 
polyandry, 

I am not inclined to believe that every woman is at heart—a deceiver. 
that every other woman is. i 

It is not necessary to be a statistician to disagree that men are less virtuous than 
It is a simple matter of mathematics. 7 

Woman is seldom insular in her curiosity. She is catholic in most things, 

A map must be very adventurous to tell the truth. 
very plain—thus she has no necessity for falsity, and makes a virtue of necessity. 

A charming young person recently told me that she disagreed with all my ideas. 
she was careful to leave me no alternatives. 

Idealism is a splendid emotion for solitude. 

Most women expect the earth. 
fragment of heaven ? 

Women are perfect actresses. 
they are amused by the unnatural misrepresentations of themselves. 

The average musical comedy is an unmusical tragedy of stupidity and cupidity. 

Profiteering is now a necessary vice. 
and meet the Income Tax collector without a blush, 


women. 


F° years I have suffered from the affliction of telling the truth. Convalescence is 


This accounts for the belief in the 
But it is bad form to mention 


She only thinks 


To tell the truth a woman must be 
S But 
Antagonism is intoxicating. 

To share is to dispel illusion, 

Why do they not realise the fortune of an occasional 


So it is natural that they should love the theatre, where 


One must profiteer to pay the other profiteers 


Old men are either fools or cynics, I have not met many cynics. 

If the fatuous old men only knew what the flatteress really thinks of them the churches 
would be fuller—of old men, 

* * * * * 

In the Press Club, recently some complimentary allusions were made to Pope and 
Bradley’s advertisements, but it was agreed they had no commercial value. This gave me 
a fine feeling of altruism, but my Chartered Accountants and the Inland Revenue brought 
me to earth. 

My accountants tell me coldly that since I originated this business, and in my spare 
time wrote occasional commercial philosophies, the result has been—Increase in 1909 on 
1903, 500 per cent. Increase in 1919 on 1903, 5,000 per cent. It really does seem quite a lot. 

Figures are fascinating. They are the only fascinating things that do not lie. 

* * * * * 


Having become mathematical in my laughter, I may mention that the charges of this 
House have not yet reached the heights of giddy Bolshevism. Lounge Suits, from £10 10s. 
Dinner Suits, from £14 14s. Overcoats, from £10 10s. 


14 OLD BOND STREET W 


@ 1A13 SOUTHAMPTON ROW. .W.C 
RSvaL ExcHANce MANCHESTER 
— 


FD of Can? 


IME CRAND SIAND 
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when a few keen motorists get talking 
together. 

One says: ‘‘I was out for a runin a ‘ So- 
and-so’ car yesterday. It struck me as being 
a very sound proposition, except that the 
engine is rather noisy and has not much ‘go’ 
about it. But the gears are quiet and easy to 
change.”’ 

Another says: ‘‘I quite agree. Nowifthe 
*So-and-So’ had a ‘Such-and-Such’ engine 
in it, it would take a lot of beating. Pity they 
can’t be combined.”’ 

A third interposes: ‘‘The springing. is 
much too harsh for my taste. With the ‘ Here- 
and-there’ suspension it would be a really 
good, comfortable car.”’ 

A fourth suggests: ‘‘ Yes, and if you added 
the brakes from my old ‘ This-and-That,’ 


ARs is the sort of thing that happens 


you would make a real genuine motor-car ~ 


of it!” 

The reason for this sort of comment is very 
simple. We all of us are impressed either 
with the unusual excellence or the unusual 
badness of some particular point in every 
car we try, and our ultimate choice is the 
compromise which boasts the most of the 
good points and the least of 
the ill, according to our 
personal predilections. 

To be jack-of-all-trades is 
notoriously to be master of 
none. From the above con- 
versation it is easy to deduce 
first that the designer of the 
‘‘So-and-So'’ has mastered 
the art of gear construction, 
and has probably spent so 
much time upon this subject 
that other equally important 
chassis components have 
suffered. Second, that the man 
responsible for the ‘* Such- 
and-Such’’ has devoted the 
bulk of his abilitiesandenergy . 
to the envine. Third, that the ‘‘ Here-and- 
There ’’ man has done his best to learn all 
that is to be learnt about suspension. Fourth, 
that in the ‘‘ This-and-That’’ designing de- 
partment more attention has been paid to 
good brakes than anything else. 

Each designer, in the natural desire to get 
ahead of his immediate competitors has, to 
a certain extent, specialised upon a single 
component. With the best will in the world 
he could not cease to be a human being, and 
therefore he cannot specialise upon every- 
thing. 

In the hypothetical case above, the condi- 
tions are that four specialists have produced 
four cars, each of which is open to strong 
criticism. One might in this imagine that we 
saw a good case against the benefits of 
specialisation. 

By no means! How infinitely better would 
the result have been if these four specialists 
had combined together to produce a single 
car ! 

The ‘ So-and-So ’’ was bought by people 
who appreciated quiet and easy - changing 
gears, the ‘‘Such-and-Such'’ by those who 
insisted upon a ‘‘ gingery’’ engine, and the 
‘* Here-and-There’’ by such as put comfort 
first in car considerations. And so on. 

But the poor engine of the ‘‘ So-and-So"’ 
could never be an advantage to it. It would 
be a great deal more popular if it had had a 
better engine, as would the *‘ Such-and-Such "’ 
if it had had a better gear-box. 

Hence, if the four specialists had co- 
operated in producing a single type of motor- 


Marking of Sari Epoch. 


car, that car would have found favour with :— 

The whole of the ‘‘ So-and-So'’ public. 

The whole of the ‘‘ Such-and-Such"’ public. 

The whole of the ‘‘ Here-and-There’’ 
public. 

The whole of the ‘‘ This-and-That ”’ public. 

PLUS a very large number of people who 
would have nothing to do with any of these 
makes, because they had not sufficient a/i- 
round excellence, though some of their indi- 
vidual points were good. 

Moreover, the single type of car, through 
having a demand six or eight times as great 
as any of the individual models enumerated, 
could obviously be made far more efficiently 
and far more economically than any of them. 

This means one thing and one thing only, 
that the final car would be A FAR BETTER 
ARTICLE AT A LOWER PRICE. And that again 
results not only in technical progress but in 
a sounder industrial proposition. 

When the firm of Sir William Angus, San- 
derson & Co., of Newcastle-upon-Tyne, deter- 
mined to enter the motor-car industry, they 
did so with the full knowledge that they could 
only achieve complete success by doing some- 
thing better than anyone else had done. They 


had had long experience in the manufacture 
of motor bodies of the highest class, and dur- 
ing the war they had built enormous quanti- 
ties of aeroplanes and other munitions upon 
scientific principles of cheap and rapid out- 
put. Nocomponent of a car presented any 
particular difficulties to them, but they had 
a shrewd idea of their limitations. They said 
to themselves: ‘‘It is true that we know, or 
think we know, a great deal about gear-boxes, 
and we are confident we could make a good 
one. But that is not enough. We do not 
know all there is to know about gear-boxes. 
Probably no one does. But a firm that has 
been doing nothing but make gear-boxes all 
its life, obviously knows more than anyone 
else about them. We will have our gear-box 
designed and made for us by the best and 
most experienced firm in that trade in Grea. 
Britain. And the same with the envines and 
other components, such as frames, steering; 
springs, transmission, etc. In each we will 
have the very best that is to be obtained, in 
each the product of a reputable specialist."’ 
That is how the Angus-Sanderson car was 
conceived, and that is why it has been a 


m. Angus) 
Sanderson & Ce 


enmilea 


BIRTLEY . . CO. DURHAM 
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triumphant success from its very inception. 
A year ago the name was only associated with 
carriage work. To-day it is a household 
word wherein motoring is talked of. The car 
is praised and admired not for what it might 
be, but for what it is. A specialised job from 
beginning to end. 

“The engines are made by Messrs. Tylor, 
Ltd.—who make nothing else but engines. 
During the war they turned out 16,000 of one 
type alone—the type that.was used on all the 
Whippet Tanks. No firm in Great Britain 
has a more up-to-date or specialised plant for 
this work. The gear-boxes, transmission, 
steering, axles, etc,, are made by Messrs. 
E.G. Wrigley & Co., Ltd. For years they 
have concentrated upon such components, and 
their products have been used on some of the 
most notable vehicles. During the war they 
made Tank gear-boxes by the thousand. The 
bodywork, and the assembly of the car ina 
special factory, is undertaken by Messrs. Sir 
William Angus, Sanderson. And in like 
manner all the other incidentals of the com- 
plete vehicle, tyres, wheels, electric lighting 
and starting set, radiator, instruments, and so 
forth, all emanate from firms which are 
admitted specialists in their 
own particular branches of 
industry. — 

‘““Ah!’’ says a_ critic, 
“‘That is all very well. But 
if you have one factory in 
Birmingham and another in 
London, anda third in Birtley, 
and the components of the 
Angus-Sanderson car are not 
the sole and only enterprises 
of any of them, is not there 
a possibility of something 
cropping up which will in- 
terfere with the continuity of 
supply ? Somebody else might 
want Wrigley gear-boxes and 
Tylor engines so badly that 
he would make it worth their while to give 
his demands the preference.’’ 

True, for thecritic! But that objection has 
been foreseen and adequately guarded against 
inthe proper manner, The makers of the essen- 
tial components of the Angus-Sanderson cars 
are bound together by a common tie which 
makes the regular output of that car their chief 
and principal concern. The basket is worth 
taking care of when all the eggs are in it ! 

As for the Angus-Sanderson car, it is an 
accomplished fact, and is now being turned 
out in such quantities as the present state of 
industrial affairs will allow. It has been tried 
out on the road by, all the available experts, 
and here follow some of their opinions :— 

Mr. S. F, EDGE writes in “Auto” :— 

“‘T really cannot remember a more satisfactory ride 
in a car, of no matter what wheel-base or price. It was 
emphatically the sweetest running and best-sprung car, 
judged from the rear seat, in which ever I haye driven, 
Its suspension was a revelation. This car is a real 
competitor with the best examples of value for money 
which America or any other country can send_us, and I 
look confidently forward to seeing it do a great deal to 
rehabilitate British motor engineering in the opinion of 
buyers overseas." 

Capt. W. G. ASTON, R.A.F., writes in “Irish Field” :— 

“I do nor-think I am overstepping the bounds of 
strict truth when’ I say that, all things considered, it is 
the finest four-cylinder motor-car of which I have had 


any experience; and that, mark you, without reference 
to price, size, power, weight, or anything else.” 


Capt. E. DE NORMANVILLE writes in the “ Daily Express” :— 

“There is only one way on which to base the com- 
parative judgment of cars, and that is on the value one 
gets for the money expended. On this basis there is no 
car in the world which takes prior place to the Angus- 
Sanderson. ‘There is no equivocation about that 
statement.”’ 
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MRS. K. A. LAYTON-BENNETT 


Formerly Mrs. Gribble, widow of Lieu- 

tenant Charles Gribble, whose mar- 

riage to Captain Kenneth A, Layton- 

Bennett, son of Mr. Ernest A. Layton- 

Bennett, took place at the Catholic 

Apostolic Church, Gordon Square, 
W.C.,. on January 8 


Swaine 
MISS. EDITH. GAIRDNER 


Daughter of: Mrs..Charles Gairdner, 
88, Westbourne Terrace, Hyde Park, 
wno is marrying Major M. W. Noel, 
A.F.C., the King’s Regiment, son orf 
Colonel . Noel, Stardens, Newent, 
Gloucestershire 


» Polhill, 


On Saturday Next. 
HE wedding of Commander Mel- 
! ville Hawes, R.N., and Miss 
Dorothy Kay is taking place 
quietly at St. James’s Church, 
Piccadilly, on Saturday next, January 31, 
and also on the same 
day Captain W. H. 
Fielding, M.B.E., 
and Miss Marjorie 
Roberts are to be 
married at All Souls’ 
Church, Langham 
Place. 
= - 
Next Mont>._ 
Ny Viconesdays Feb- 
ruary 11, is 
the date fixed for the 
marriage .of Major 
Roderick Fryer, late 
M.G.C., and Miss 
Mary Foster-Johnson, 
which will take place 
at St. John’s Church, 
Hove. Major E. C. 
T. Warner, D.S.O., 
M.C., of the Scots 
Guards, is to be mar- 
ried to the Hon. 
Nesta . Douglas-Pen- 
nant at the Guards’ 
Chapel on the 16th, 
while on the follow- 
ing day in - West- 
minster Abbey there 
is the wedding of Mr. 
Michael Peto of the 
Coldstreams and Miss Frances Carnegie. 
* * * 
At Malte. 
marriage is to take place shortly in 
Malta between Lieutenant Arthur 
R.N., and Miss Elizabeth 


SuUpid : 


MRS. J. A. PETRIE 


Née Miss Adrienne J. 
second daughter of the late Mr. J. A. van 
den Bergh, Consul-General for the Nether- 
lands in Belgium, and Mrs. van den Bergh 
ot Antwerp, whose marriage to Mr. James 
Atexander Petrie, sonof Mr. and Mrs. David 
Petrie of Antwerp and Anningsley Park, of Mr. 
Ottershaw, Surrey, took place at Antwerp 
last month 


Weddings and 


Engagements. 


Martindale, the elder daughter of Lieut.- 

Colonel and Mrs. Martindale of 32, Chapel 

Street, Belgrave Square, and 127, Strada 

St. Torri Sliema, Malta. The bride- 

groom-to-be is the younger son of Mr. 

Cecil Polhill of Howbury Hall, Bedford- 
shire. 


* * 


Engagements 
Announced. 
Jo teagements have 
been announced 
bet ween Lieut. - 
Colonel Geoffrey 
Leigh, . O.B.E., and 
Miss Vera Crombie, 
youngest daughter of 
Mrs. Crombie of 
9, Hornton Court, 
Kensington ; Captain 
E. J.-Greaves, M.C., 
of The Higher 
Grange, Ellesmere, 
Shropshire, and Miss 
Margaret Robinson, 
eldest daughter of 
Mr. Nicholas Robin- 
son of Frankton 
Grange, Ellesmere, 
Shropshire; Captain 
C. M.. Down, Ist 


van den Bergh, 


Hertfordshire Regi- 
ment (T.F.), son 
and Mrs. 


J. F. Down of Har- 
penden, and Miss 
Florence Walthew, 
only daughter of Mr. and Mrs. F. H. Wal- 
thew of Harpenden; Sir Joseph William 
Lennox Napier, Bart., and Miss Hilda 
Courthope, elder daughter of Major 
G. L.. Courthope; M:C., M.P., of 
Whiligh, Sussex. 
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MISS EVELYN C. WHILE, B.A,, 
LGM. 


Daughter of the late Mr. A. S. While, 
M.1.S.1.,and granddaughter of the late 
Hon. John B. Dickie, Speaker of the 
Legislative Assembly of Nova Scotia, 
engaged to Mr. Alan L. Skempton of 
Northampton 


MRS. J. MACCARTHY-O’LEARY 


Née Miss Rosemary Fogarty, daughter 
of Mr. William Fogarty, Artane House, 
Artane, co. Dublin, who was married 
to Major John MacCarthy-O'Leary, 
South Lancashire Regiment, at Dublin 

on January 24 i 
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PeThien 


How SANATOGEN ateadice excitable nerves. 


“The more excitable our nerves, the quicker and higher our life. In 
over-excitability a race-horse differs from a jackass!”— Sir Clifford Allbutt. 


Still, too much nervous excitement is none the 
less unhealthy. It exhausts and wearies the whole 
system. And that is why highly-strung people 
derive such ‘benefit from Sanatogen, especially 
during periods of reaction. 


For Sanatogen does not depress you, like a 
sedative. Neither does it key you up unnaturally, 
like the old-time tonics. What it does—as a 
famous physician points out—is to “restore a 
normal and healthy balance of the nervous 
tmpulses.” 

Thus, if your nerves have become too excited 
and irritable, Sanatogen calms and soothes them. 
Or if they are losing energy — getting dull and 


lethargic— Sanatogen will steadily invigorate them, 
renewing their tone and elasticity. The ultimate 
result is the same—a delightful sensation of nervous 
serenity and poise. 


It is because Sanatogen does produce these 
remarkable effects—unlike those produced by any 
other known substance—that it was the only tonic or 
food honoured with the Grand Prix—highest award 
of all—at the last International Medical Congress. 


Try it yourself, and you will quickly realise that 
Sanatogen —as Dr. Saleeby says—‘“‘has a natural 
affinity for the nervous’system.” Buya tin at your 
chemist’s ‘to-day— from 2/3. to 10/9— but be sure 
you get genuine Sanatogen. 


Also try SANATOGEN CHOCOLATE — Pascall’s pure chocolate reinforced with Sanatogen — price 1/6 per packet. 
GENATOSAN, LTD. (Makers of Sanatogen, Formamint & Genasprin),12,Chenies St.,London, W.C.1 (Chairman: The Viscountess Khundda) 
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SESSEL PEARLS 


‘ he 
5 x J 
Sessel Pearls f Tk Sessel Pearls 


{ ae 
are the finest a ‘ are positively 
reproductions P y superior to any 
existing. They a others existing, 
are made by a 4 Every Necklet, 
secret and # in fact every 
scientific pro- ¢ pearl made in 
cess, which im- ¢ our laboratories 
parts to them ¢ is an exact and 
the same sheen, ¢ faithful repro- 
delicacy ol é duction of a 
tone, _ texture, ¢ real pearl, the 
and durability 4 minutest details 
of genuine ~% being studied 
Oriental in their manu- 
Pearls. D facture. 

The “Sphere” ¢ The “Bystander® 
says s— “a says :— 

"A row of oe “In colour, || | |e ie ie ti 
wonderful Sessel ; weight and 
reproduction ie? general appear- 
Pearls willamply k ance there is ab- 
salisfy even the solulely nothing 
most | fastidious e)) to choose belween 
laste,” - the two pieces,” 
Sessel Pear! Ear- Gn Begin Sessel Clasp with 


rings, Pins, eines : = easel aneral 
Rings, i 30; 5 =~ apphire or Ruby 
Gold ‘Mountines, Beautiful Collar of Sessel Pearls centre, 


pas with 18-ct. Gold Clasp, in case, Fuss 
£2:2:0 £4:4:0 £2:2:0 


Diamonds, Pearls, Old Gold, Silver, etc., Purchased for Cash or 


taken in Exchange. 
ILLUSTRATED BROCHURE, No. 31, ON REQUEST, POST FREE, 
Sessel Pearls can only be obtained direct from 


SESSEL (Bourne, Ltd.), 14 @ 14a, New Bond Street, London, W. 1. 


Charles Packers (Co | td. 


GOLDSMITHS & SILVERSMITHS 


All Diamond Arrows, set in Gold and Platinum. 
Asillustration .. .. .« « £1210 0 
13 in. long, £5 5 O 22 in. long, £17 10 O 3% in. long, £35 O O 


MILITARY BADGE BROOCHES 


15-ct. GOLD and ENAMEL, 


all £2 2 O each 


The Royal Fusiliers. 


_ Oxo is a body-building food of extra- 
' ordinary value. It givesan abundance 

of health and energy out of all pro- 
_ portion to the amount taken. 


All goods sent post TT iS : 

and insurance free FAG Sa iW I iw sp se Re Jewellery and Silver- 

on receipt of re- iL SMA Ae : VV. Sue ware sent free on 
mittance. a < Sof > request. 


Money returned in The Royal Air Force. Every pattern can be 


full if not approved. SU EAS ERE R Pes supplied from stock. 


THE FASHIONABLE RIBBON BRACELET. 


With Diamond Initial set in Palladium and White Enamel Slide. 
Every letter from A to Z in stock. 


| Adaily cup of Oxo increases nutrition 
and fortifies the system against the 
- risk of colds, chills, and influenza. 


Hitiatauntiig ‘ ALL 


£4100 


jiyadsenaunamnaayandiiaiiy | BACH 


pea 


76 &78 REGENT STREET. LONDON. W. 


Sole Proprietors and Manufacturers : 
OXO LIMITED, Thames House, London, E-C..4. 
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PICTORIAL 


“ 


“The atmosphere of home politics has been given “a 

certain liveliness” by the nomination of Mr. Asquith 
for Paisley, and the future will doubtless throw more 
interesting light on the attitude of the electors towards 
the Labour Party. The vexed question of whether 
Labour is “ fit to govern” is still being hotly debated. 
Labour naturally thinks it is, but there are many people 
—not by any means entirely out of sympathy with 
Labour—who are, to say the least of it, a little sceptical. 
Some of the latter are inclined to the view that in a few 
years’ time a competent Government might be formed 
from Labour. By then, they argue, the leaders of the 
party would have gained more experience in public and 


From “‘ The Star” 
Tory Press: After all our warnings! Won't 
it be horrible if he gets the jim-jams we said 
he would! 
Winston: Yes; and won’t it be horrible for 
us if he don’t! 


MEDICAL OPINION: 


Gout, in common with Rheumatism, is 
caused through excess of uric acid in 
the blood. Nevertheless, excess of 
uric acid does not always imply the 
presence of gout, whereas goutiness 
Invariably points to excess of uric acid. 


Gouty subjects.should therefore know that 
they are manitifacturing too much uric acid, 
and should take steps to eliminate the poison 
as fast as itis formed. For this purpose 
physicians all over the world (including 
Prof. Lancereaux, late President of the 
Paris Académie de Médecine) recommend 
the use of Uroponat; which is thirty- 
seven times morc active than lithia, 
as a solvent of uric acid, while possessing 
the additional advantage o. being absolutely 
harmless and not causing injury to the 
heart, brain, stomach, kidneys, or other 
organs, even when taken in large and 
repeated doses. 


Recommended 
by the Medical 
Profession in 
England and 
Abroad. 


But this is simply ‘‘ Buccaneering.” 


“ The Evening News"' 
THE GREAT PAISLEY PUZZLE 


From 


Bonar: What are you supposed to do 
with it? 
David : That’s just what J want to know. 


TRIBUNAL 
REVELATIONS 


ANOTHER 


‘““HOLD-UP”’! 


We've often heard of ‘‘ Profiteering,” | There’s no excuse that should avail— 
These robbers should be sent to jail! 


; Price ' 
5/-& 12/- |i 
per Bottle. | 

(7 Prepared at 


Chatelain’s 
Laboratories, 


Paris. Obtain- 
able from all 
Chemists or 
direct, post 
free, from the 
British and 
Colonial Agents 
HEPPELLS,| 
Pharmacists, ¥ 
16+, Piccadilly, 
London, W.1, 
Write for 
explanatory 
booklets, 


From "John Bull" 
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POLITICS. 


parliamentary life—and it is this very necessary experi- 
ence that at present is obviously lacking. If Labour is 
bent on securing middle-class support, then it must play 
its cards accordingly. A fair proportion of the middle 
classes are not averse to its aims and objects, but they 
have not yet fully grasped what these aims and objects 
are. At present their sympathy, be it whole or half- 
hearted, is chiefly due to the high cost of living, and the 
universal feeling that the capitalists are being allowed to 
call the tune while they pay the piper. The Coalition 
will be well advised to bear this in mind if they wish to 
prevent a further desertion of their supporters to the 
ranks of Labour. 


From *' The Star" 


WINSTON’S BAG 


He hunts lions and brings home decayed 
cats 
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“THE HOUSE for VALUE.” 


BEAUTIFUL 
FUR COATS 


of UNIQUE VALUE 


We wish to draw ladies’ 
attention to the wonderful 
Fur Coat Values, confident 
that the offers will prove of 
special interest. The quality 
and value will be arevelation 
to those who as yet are un- 
familiar with our standard 
of trading. 

Here is a typical example of 

value :— 
MODEL 31. 

Elegant COAT, exact to illus- 
tration, made from selected Seal 
Coney skins. New straight shape 
with deep inset sleeves, collar of 


Skunk Opossum. 
SPECIAL PRICE 45 Gns. 


This Model can be safely ordered by 
post, as we will refund cash if for 
any reason it is not approved. 


PON TINGS 


Kensington High Street, 
LONDON, W.8. 


Adjoining Kensington High Street Station 
and easily accessible from all parts, under 
cover all the way. 


Mr. Lloyd George 
and Foch 


“ | would sign anything with Foch on it!” 
(From the ‘‘ Manchester Guardian.’’) 


FTER the lunch Mr. Lloyd George 
signed the President's Roll, which 

was illuminated with paintings of the Allied 
military chiefs. 
“““Ha!’ said Mr. Lloyd George, pointing to the 
portrait of Marshal Foch at the. head of the 
parchment, ‘ Splendid! - I would sign anything 
with Foch on it!’ 
Saas “I’m going to sign this with the Peace 
Pen,’ and he did so with the *gold mounted pen 
that he had used to sign the Treaty of Peace.’ 


* His own Waterman's Ideal, used at 


Versailles and on other important occasions. 
An illustration of this historic pen is here 
given, 


Water rman's 
(Ideal) 


FountarnPen 


No. 12 " Regular at 12/6, | styles Also Presentation. Pens 
No 42 ;Safety”’ at 17/6; | in Silver and Gold Nibs -to 
No. 52 “Self-Filling “ at 17/6 suit all hands (exchanged pratis 
Also see No. 54 “ Self-Filling.” | if not right) Obtainable from 
with extra large nib, at 22/6 Stationers and Jewellers every- 
Large variety of sizes and | where. 


Write for Illustrated List to 
L. G. SLOAN, Ltd., Che Hen Corner, Kingsway, London, W.C 2. 


CUT YOUR OWN] HAIR 


Important New British 
Invention. m 


SEND FOR 
ONE TO-DAY. 
TRY IT AT 
HOME ON 


A 


Your Hair » 
always Smart 
and Trim. 


Saves Valuable 
E Time and Money. 
t 


enables € This is the wonder- 

every man 5 ful little instrument 
na} ly Reserued 

to cut his Recents 

own hair and 

save the cost, 

time and trouble 

of visiting the Ha air 


used exactly as w 

ing the hair. Nothing to 

learn, Noskillrequired. Every- 

man's British Safety Haircutter is 

the only entirely practical machine to 

cut satisfactorily the shortest hairs in 
the nape of the neck as well as the 
longest on the head. 

The price is One Guinea, in case, with 6 extra 
blades. Youcan try it without cha arge or obligation 
to purchase at the offices of the Company, or send 
One Guinea and your name and address for home 
trial on approval. Money back if not satisfied. 

CALL OR WRITE TO-DAY. 
Everyman’s British Safety HaircutterCo., Ltd. 
(Dept. TA 2), 43, Leicester Square, London, W. C.2 


————_———<—_—$_ 
THE KING’S PRINTERS’ 


TEACHER’S PRAYER BOOK 


New and Revised Edition. 
By the late 
Right Rey. ALFRED. BARRY, D, .D., D.C.L. 
Size 5% by 3% by 1} inches. 
Leather Bindings from 10/- 
Cloth Boards, red under gold edges, 6/- net. 


EYRE & SPOTTISWOODE (Bible Warehouse), Ltd., 
33, Paternoster Row, London, E.C. 4. 
Please Orcer through your Local Bookseller. 


anNnas 


The House for Veils 
ANNUAL WINTER | 


SALE 


NOW PROCEEDING. 


NEW SPRING 
INEXPENSIVE 
TEA FROCKS. 


HE Teafrock illustrated 
is characteristic both in 
style and value of a large 
number of inexpensive, prac- 
tical, and exclusive Teafrocks 
now in stock. They are made 
in our own Workrooms and 
the materials used are invari- 
ably of our well-known high 
standard of quality. 


Graceful Teagown in good 
quality soft satin (copy of a 
Jenny Model) prettily draped 
skirt, bodice trimmed self 
buttons, contrasting ribbon 
sash. In saxe, old rose, gold, 
flame, jade, purple, mauve, 
cerise, royal, black, etc, 


oe 
Sas HUNTING VEIL 
with Elastic Draw String to closely 


GRIP THE HAT. 2/6 


MARSHALLS& 
SNELGROVE 


From 


seremnr sees Also in larger sizes for 
VERE-STREET-AND:OXFORD:STREET 
= ——— SMART WEAR. 
=== LONDON 'W1 Fro 2/1 1 


RICHARD SANDS & CoO., 


187a, 188a, 182a, Sloane St., London, S.W. 1. 
Tel.: Victoria 545, 


THE TATLER 


(No, 970, January-28, 1920 


A LETTER FROM LEICESTERSHIRE. 


nice about everybody, and yet, when I come 
to think of it, it would be so dull. 

If anyone ever does read my letter they 
would be so disappointed if their neighbours’ weak- 
nesses were—well—not just mentioned. 

Wednesday was not a great day with the Belvoir. 
They met at Eastwell. Everyone was glad to see 
Lady Gussie Fane again in Leicestershire. Trim and 
neat as ever, but all were sorry she was not mounted. 

There are many old faces we should like to see 
back. Lady Milbanke, Buck Barcley, Colonel 
Lawson, Podge Biddulph, Alec ‘Wheeler, Miss 
Donnisthorpe, Lord Hamilton, Isaac Bell, Mrs. 
Lindsey Smith, Lord Ranksborough, and Victoria 
Lady Yarborough are a few of them. 

And Admiral Cradock, Bertie Wilson, Paddy 
Wallis, Tony Markham, Billy Lawson, Mansell 
Richardson, alas! all passed to the other side. The 
morning was spent mostly in the Harby Hills, and 
hounds killed a fox there. Finally, hounds went 
away fromthe roundcovert. Theyran spasmodically 
parallel with the Landyke Lane on to Holwell 
Mouth, Wartnaby, and Saxelbye. This hunt sounds 
its best on paper. 

The Colonel of the aggressive yellow coat and 
the owner of the ‘‘ most beautiful manners '’ (I don’t 
mean the Wymondham Ruff!) fell at a fence in 
questionably close proximity. 

If the sport was not good we were afforded plenty 
of amusement, for the prospective field masters were 
again practising many wild cries, and adjurations 
were uttered from the wrong place—behind. One 
candidate unfortunately and tactlessly practised on 
an ex M.F.H., who happened to be not only his 
official colleague but a man of twice his age and fifty 
times his experience! A well-known polo player, 
prompted by his wonderful sense of discipline, jumped 
backwards and forwards to the word of command! 
Another ex M.F.H. and one-time producer of revue 
was heavily reprimanded ! 

Mr. Wroughton, beware 6f what may be in store 

.for you the next time you are out! We should not 


Te is the week I’m going to say everything 


3 
i 


Polish : 


like to see such a gallant veteran sportsman sent 
home with the rest ! 

Ex masters of hounds with the Belvoir should be 
careful tokeep in the background! Only one escaped, 
and he was a duke ! 

Was it that he went home early, or that it does 
not do for commoners to reprimand dukes ? 

Who is the little old lady who enjoys catching 
reputations more than foxes? FEven the girls do not 
escape her malicious tongue. I see a distinct resem- 
blance to the proverbial witch on a broomstick ! 

What a contrast to the cheery soul with the 
captivating smile, broad Scotch accent, and brown 
fur coat. How glad everyone is to see her. Even 
if she does not always think silence is golden she is 
to our. virtues ever kind, and to our failings slightly 
blind. 

In the afternoon hounds found in Melton Spinney, 
and ran past Waltham Ashes along the Chadwell 
Valley back to the spinney, and that finished the 
day. 

S * * 
itday, the Quorn meet was changed from Gaddes- 
by to Ingarsby. Sport was not of a high order. 
The best part of the day was with a fox found at 
Prince of Wales’ Gorse, and hounds ran a nice line to 
ground at Twyford. 

Baggrave is certainly a most charming place, and 
Mrs. Burnaby does everything so well—shall we say 
even to providing foxes in number, and they usually 
prove the right sort. 


* * * 


M onday, the Quorn metat Thrussington, and after 
a moderate morning had a very nice fast hunt 
from Shoby Scoles via Hoby to ground near Rag- 
dale. It was not far, but very good while it lasted. 
The master and huntsman were well to the front, 
as usual. How different their horses look to those 
of the former régime—rations are evidently on a 
more generous scale. There were not many falls, 
but I wonder there were no more voluntaries. One 
‘“ growing heavy-weight’’ in pink is rather a sports- 


man, but he appears to be exceedingly lightly attached 
to his mount, which caught him again every time. 

The field were well kept in hand ‘‘ from the right 
place,’’ and had not the weather conditions got 
worse as the day got older we might have done even 
better than we did. 

We are all so sorry to hear his lordship is laid 
up (I wonder if his pyjamas are yellow too), and all 
hope he will soon be out again. How courteous he 
always is, and a perfect horseman on perfect horses. 


* * * 


A Few Queries. 
If the bridegroom does not look nearly as young 
as his stepchildren. 

If the heavy-weight likes being called ‘‘ Jack in 
office.’’ And if a little knowledge is not a dangerous 
thing. 

If the rich young lady has sent her ‘‘ cap.’’ 
if it was notwery bad form to try and evade it. 

If the bridegroom does not look very subdued. 


And 


At St. Mori:z. 
HAE the past war-weary years the lure of the 
winter sports in Switzerland has never been 
greater or more persistent, so that in these dull grey 
winter days one’s thoughts turn longingly towards 
St. Moritz and the Kulm Hotel, which provides so 
admirably for the comfort and enjoyments of its 
guests. There can be no better tonic for jaded 
nerves than a few weeks spent in the invigorating 
air and sunshine of St. Moritz, and in participating 
in the joys of skating, ski-ing, tobogganing, and the 
numerous other outdoor sports which it affords. 
Anyone who can snatch even the briefest holiday 
there just now is to be envied. The manager of the 
Kulm (Mr. Louis T. Bucher) is particularly to be 
congratulated on the amazing rapidity with which he 
has provided the highest of comfort and luxury for 
so many people so soon after the disab.lities of war 
time. 


ATTRACTIVE 
FROCKS FOR 


LITTLE GIRLS 


AT 352-354, OXFORD ST., 
LONDON, W. 1! 


XCLUSIVE designs, 
made in our own work- 
rooms from rich quality 

silks that we can recommend 
with the utmost confidence. 


DAINTY FROCK in good 
quality Thibet Silk, cut on 
simple lines with crossed 
belt, finished at neck, cuffs, 
and pockets with ruchings, 
In a good range of colours. 
Sizes 24 ins. to 36 ins, 


Price from 75/6 


MARSHALL& 
SNELGROVE 


ES DLENCUMS LIMITED 


VERE :STREET-AND:OXFORD:STREET 


=== LONDON W1 


